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PREFACE. 


The following attempts were written from time to time 
i«8 impulse prompted. “ I Imped in numbers for the num- 
liers came," such as they were. But soon after I began to 
earn my brend, I arrived at 'tho conclusion that with the 
cream skimmud off the mind by newspaper writing, and en¬ 
gaged in the exacting study of law, I could not, even if 1 had 
tho native gift, hope to write poetry which should be at once 
original and of high workmanship. The terror of 
Maliwrilmx tone portis 

Sun Iwmmrx, mm dii, mm cuncemere Colummr, 
was on me, and save one work which was well advanced, hut 
which now may never see tho light, the tragedies, comedies, 
idylls, epics I contemplated, died unborn. 

‘Why then do 1 publish these things 1 I am probably not 
so vain as I was in my twenty-third year. I have learned to be 
afraid of nothing but God and wrong-doing, and hold it cowar¬ 
dice to shrink from endeavour thro’ fear of failure I am a 
North-West man, and I think the cultivation of tiste and 
imagination as important as the raising of grain. The raising 
of grain will bring us wea'th, but intellectual progress, on 
which again the highest development of our material re¬ 
sources depends, will bo slow unless all the faculties of the 
mind are stimulated. ‘The greatest merchants the world ever 
saw were highly cultivated men, great and discriminating 
jiatrons of literature, with not meroly a keen eye to the 
profit of a commercial transaction, bat a quick and tr ic souse 
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of literary cxcolleuco; and I rejoice to know wo have on many 
of our farms educated men, uud that the Saskatchewan can 
I must of a successful merchant who haa won a high place in 
i he ranks of Canadian poet*. 

U e need in Camilla generally a broader intellectual air; 
redemption from the domination of sciolists, with hearts often 
as enutrnaed as their culture; the consciousness that we have 
within ourrelvcB all that can make a great people; and every 
stop towards the creation of a Canadian literature tends to 
hasten the new and better era in whose lull enl 1 behove. The 
late Mr. A meld denounced the English Philistine; the Phil¬ 
istine w not the peel we have to complain of. Wherever we 
turn wo are met hy jieople without respect for decency or 
truth. The E’hihstme oi Arnold is a mini with inlientod 
ideas, dominated by prejudice and intolerant of enlightenment. 
Hut while thankful for hiilliant and instructed publicists, we 
cannot deny tied sc have gorillas who presume to instruct 
mankind on o\ try subject, and express wlint they call public 
opinion, whose tendung is degrading, and the weapons of 
whose warfare are calumny and lies. 

Again, before a great poet cun arise there must be a large 
number of writers to prepare, not merely the mind of the 
nation for him, but to accumulate material on wliich his more 
plastic baud sludl work. The extraordinary versatility of 
Shakespeare, his command of every note in the human soul, — 
lint is not due to his genius alone; it is due, in great part, to 
the fact that he absorbed, adopted, exploited the works of 
other men, many of whom thought and wrote amid con¬ 
ditions wholly different from those of his own country 
and tune. 

A great critic has pronounced the main idea of Eos “un¬ 
deniably happy.” One not less competent wrote me it was 
“ original and happy,” and regretted I hod not made all that 
could be inode of it. 1 have endeavoured to do more justice 
to the opportunities it presents, but I know well how much 
mere might hive been done; and perhaps hereafter a cun- 
ninger hand, and one more favourably circumstanced, will 
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take it up mid sing a song worthier than mine Evon then, 
though my little star will be lost in the blnw of his, 1 shall 
linvo done something in iny liiimblu way for literature 

These veisos enmo ah the fly stung, or as T was urged by 
friends, (some of whom might have stood up rivals to the 
Muses), to write, with an exception in the case of the second 
edition of Eos, ns now published, and auothor work alroody 
referred to, written before 1 had grown to manhood 

VVhde wandering about London and Paris in 18^7, I wrote 
tlio verses to “ The Critics.” T had intended publishing < 
What now appears and something more in London, but the 
readers of the publishing housoB were away holiday making, 
and I had not time to await, their return. Borne of the 
smallor pieces nro purely imaginary; some woro written in 
very early life 

The first edition of “ Eos " had the distinction of being 
dedicated to Lady Macdonald. I here recall the fact that I 
may pul. on record the regard I bear a groat and good woman, 
and express my gratitude to her for her ennobling influence. 
To know her is to bo a better man. While writing “The 
Critics” a dedication of this volume was mado impulsively, 
and not unnaturally, to another lady, not so great, but not 
less, by reason of every womanly virtue, an honour to her 
sex. 

This is the first purely literary work printed and published 
in the North-West Territories. Let us hope it is the small 
beginning of great things. It is the product of stray mo¬ 
menta in a busy, and, for some twelve years, a turbulent life. 

I have in “The Critics" dealt with those criticisms on 
“ Eob ” which wore capable of being treated in verso With 
regard to such criticisms as that I ended some of the lines 
with a preposition, all f have to say is l do not agree with 
the view that this is always a fault. Milton, Byron, and 
other great masters, frequently close a lino with a preposi¬ 
tion. I am inclined to think in the present day the poet is 
lost in the artist, and that we need a reaction analogous to 
that which Cowper unconsciously led against the im'tators of ' 



Popo. Where I could, I have bowed to my judges. I have 
oven changed the title to pluaso those who objectud to mj 
calling it “a prairie dream.” I may say, however, the de¬ 
scription of the homo of Eob was composed in sleep, and when 
I awoke I wrote it down. This suggested the poem. 

The descriptions of Paris and London in this edition of 
Eos are foundod on careful observation. I saw the sun risu 
over Paris from the Arc de Triumphe. In order to correct 
and guide the imagination, I read the accounts of their im¬ 
pressions published by balloonists. “Eos” is, I hope, now 
Icbs open to the charge of want of balance and proportion. 

Many men engaged in active life as I am, would shrink in 
our community from publishing verses; but to my thinking, 
it is a duty to educate the people out of the narrow, not to 
say brutal view, that a man' must be a mere specialist. In 
all timeB, and all countries, the highest ability for practical 
affairs has been conjoined with versatility, and a Canadian 
politician need not fear an ignorant sneer which could have 
been flung at a statesman like Canning. 

I will probably never write another verse. Despairing of 
leisure in the future, I throw these on the stream with all 
their imperfections—and as, while the book was passing 
through the press, I was hurried from one end to the other of 
a vast constituency—the defects, in mechanical workmanship 
alone, cannot be few or far between. Let them sink or swim. 
If they sink, they will find themselves in very good company; 
and if they swim a little day, it is about as much as most 
modem workB can hope for. 

Regina, Jon. 21st, 1889. 





My Mother I o'er wide leagues of land, 

And over belts of roaring brine, 

I reach thee this unworthy hand, 

And strain to touch these lips with thine. 

For as when day’s bright glare is o'er, 

And stealing shadows longer drawn, 

The moments, sad and swift, restore 
Effects like those of early dawn ; 

And as the Autumn storms tear 
The whirling leaves from meaying boughs. 
Revealing, mid the branches bare, 

Some nest where birds were used to house: 

So, as life's shadows longer grow, 

And passion’s power and dreams of youth 
Decline, the child’s heart's outlines show 
Amid the bare bleak boughs of truth; 

And tho' that heart be well nigh dead. 

And never more new joys can thrill, 

Its every fluttering impulse fled. 

Its build is as you made it still; 
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Still strong with bonds of home-knit love, 

And your own will, which did not quail 
Amid all trouble, high above 

What's mean, it rocks in life's mid gale 

The cloudlet’s frown that did deface 
Our strong love's all-enibraeing joy— 

Long past—has left behind no trace: 

I love you now as when a boy ; 

And olend with this small book your name. 

Which breathes of babblings round your knee— 

Whereat you smiled, half-posed - of fame, 

Great deeds, glad flights o’er land and sea: 

And therein songs you’ll lightly scan, 

Wherein my heart for love was fain; 

They show me weak; they prove me man ; 

They’re bursts of joy, or births of pain . 



THE CRITICS. 


Thanks, gentlemen, for your fair criticisms, 

Which, to ho frank, I think wore far too kind ; 

I also thank you for your witticisms, 

Which showed your kindness did not 1 go it blind.' 
Tho’ somo remarks proved there were littlo schisms 
Within your ranks, I think that horo you'll find 
I've tried to profit by most things you taught me, 
Tho only profit tho edition brought mo. 

I will say this, it pleased mo much to see 
Tho rancour that in other pathB pursue 
My steps, did not contaminate the free 
And open air of literature, nnd you 
My generous foes who dul for onco agree 
To see sflme merit, and to say so too, 

In what I did, I thank you from my heart, 

Ah ! if we’d all at all times play that part I 

I take my inspiration fiom a muse, 

Whose dainty feet no’or trod tho hill Parnassus, 
Vet if you saw her, you would not refuse 
To own her sway, for sweeter than molasses 
Is her soft smile serono; nor could you choose, 

Unless indeed quite crazy, or as crass as 
A fool, but own that of tho Nine as any 
She's as fair, or wore there twice as many. 



8 


THE CRITICS. 


Thoroforo perhaps, my flight though with a goddess, 
May not have soar'd so high as 'twould have run, 
If my inspirer didn't woar a bodice, 

Likewise a bustle when her toilet's done. 

But ttym a glunco—you would not think it odd is 
That for no undraped maid that ever won 
Apollo’s smile I’d change. Inured to rustlin’ 

In our North-West—I liko a muse in muslin, 

Or silk, or crape, or calico ; I ask 
But this that it bo cut and stitched with skill, 

Nor outlines mar in which the eye would bask, 
Whose beauty heart and mind and soul can fill 
With joy. It should not bo too hard a task 
To drape sweet nature's handiwork, and still 
Preservo the entrancing grace of God’s chef d’le uws 
As did tho Greeks of old: go see the Louvre. 

Think you wo’d pause boforo each Btatue there, 

O’er which the flowing marble’B drapery falls, 

If this concealed the lines of beauty rare, 

The stately loveliness which bouI enthralls, 
Perfection’s essence, now beyond compare ? 

Ye who obey the monthly fashion’s calls, 

Here might ye leam how grace may be disgraced 
By camel humps and corsets tightly laced. 

But fashion’s ugliness can uglier bo 
If skilless artists make tho lady’s dress. 

Therefore fair reader, look to it and see 
That yours shall deftly every point express. 
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8 avo what the moment's hideous fantasy 
insists on hiding. But e’ou then I guess 
Good taste deformity can ininimizo, 

And sun-like beauty breaks thro' all disguise. 

Yet never think you neod not reek the style : 

'Tis true no milliner can dim your eye, 

Or sour the sweetness of your honied*smile, 

Or steal its peril from your bosom's sigh, 

Or cover o’er a solitary wile ; 

But as saltpetre makes tho dwarf as high 
As Anak's sons, so fashion’s ceaseless whirls 
Tend to equality among the girls. 

This muse of mine in no way analytical, 

Of mind constructive, leans to synthesis, 
Therefore it is not that I would be critical, 

But as in postscript or parenthesis, 

We mention something private or political, 
We’d like to note without much emphasis, 
On one or two remarks I would remark, 

If but to show I wrote not in tho dark. 

One critic said 'twos wrong to make a pause 
In the swift goddess’s transorbic run, 
Because 'twos contrary to nature’s laws, 

And she'd bo surely caught up by the sun. 
With due respect he hardly weigh’d tho causo, 
Nor thought of what for Joshua he’d done. 
If once to please a man a long pause made ho, 
He’d make s short one just to please a lady. 
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Another pointed out Unit Kim could not sloop, 
Eternal wnkofiilnuBB hor doom docruud; 
Anothor said 'twas wrong to mako hor wuop; 

Another that ho know hIio could not road; 
Thon how ho ask’d in politics be dcop, 

And poso as if the world sho meant to load 
In wisor ways 1 To all this I reply : 

Tho thing's a dream—I dreamt I saw hor cry, 

That fast as dovo with head beneath her wing 
I saw her slcop, though her all glorious head 
Was not conceal'd, but radiant shone, a thing 
For Millais at his bust to paint. Of rod 
A touch to hor dishevelled gold he’d bring, 

Nor spoil tho beauty poor Tithonus wed. 

But tlio’ of cawotty tones ho is so fond, 

I’d rather soo him paint hor perfect blondo. 

Then if no leisure hour the goddess claimed 
When had sho time to woo 1 But yet wo know 
There’s hardly one in all the Bkies so famed 
For captivating fairest men below. 

The stficturo about reading too lies maimed, 

For hoavenly minds with intuition glow. 

In days when all wo mortals know our letters, 
Pray can wo limit our immortal betters 1 

Why she talk’d politics, I cannot say. 

Perhaps in heaven they take tho Daily News, 
And Telegraph, and Times, and duly lay 
To heart the lessons which those sheets infuse. 
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I’m «ure they take the Sun nnd to they may 
Know all the babblo of the mart and mewl, 

Take Truth and Beit'i Life and thug to sport 
Add all tlie gossip of our brilliant court. 

Tho Pull Mall cat tee finds an entrance there-, 

And boys with wings distribute weekly papers, 

Tho Saturday, Spectator and tho Fair, 

Tho H'orld where Edmund cuts his weekly copers, 
All these nnd more to mako tho seraplis store, 

With fnehion prints from milliners and drspan, 

Aro taken in and conn’d by heavenly eyes, 

And mortal’s deeds immortals much surprise. 

Most certainly they've read I cannot say-’poaedeetb,’ 
All tho descriptions of the jubilee, 

Of royal diunors-and of royal revels, 

Of our fine fleet upon our silver sea, 

Of cutlassea and bayonets in shrivels ; 

I hope they’ll never see what ne'er shoul&be* 

Our fine; fleet batter'd like a.pioce of crockery, 
A n d-allour glory ‘monumental mockery.’ 

How brought she then no horse-race oirtite tapis 1 
Why told she not of dinners and of balls:? 

Of scandals not yet cold bat street and sappy? 

Of paltry rivalries in royal halls 1 
Of princes drest in suits of warlike nappy, 

Who’d bequibe lost to. meet, their dntiea’iaalkr? 
Her views on politics might be-expmt 
Because she-, t hought I’d. like the subject boat. 
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THE CHITIC8. 


Tho dream's*dramatic, tho’ by no strict rules 
My muse who wours a smock, evolves her story; 
“Out west," you know we're rebels to old schools, 
And in our independence rather glory, 

For this I hopo you'll hero not dub us fools, * 

And ai on strict condition tlmt no moro ho 
'll orr, at times, a culprit gubi o!F froo, 

Against harsh judgment I might mnke a plea. 

But no ! if I’ve presumed too fond and far, 

Lay on the lash and make mo rue tho deod; 

In other walks I’ve heard and felt the jar 
Of bitter conflict, but I did uot bleed 
Quite unavonged, nor weakly doubt my star. 

But hero, in unaccustomed fields, a rood 
I’ll bow to whatsoever comes. Tho blow 
Will only toll mo what I fully know, 

That art requires not only high vocation, 

But all life's vows and hours laid on her shrine, 

Too deep I've drunk th’ unspeakable e\^ion 
Of Shakespeare’s song and ‘Marlowe’s mighty line,’ 
And Milton’s epic, Dante (in translation), 

Old Homer, Horace, Virgil, and in lino 
I’ve march’d with all the singers of the world, 

Their banners to eternity unfurled 

Above me all unworthy; but I felt 
Tho rythmic clangour of their sonorous songs 
All beauty, greatness breathing, and I knelt 
In heart and worshipp’d, learning there all wrongs 
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To hato and war on, tho’ hot hell should pelt, 

And low corruption sound hor myriad gongs, 

To call her minions ’gainst whoever stands 
For right and light, in froo or {otter'd lands. 

Therefore I know this little song of mino 
For what it »; my highost hope that here 
I’ve struck n warning noto, pointed a lino 
Of action that may ward off what I fear 
For England, Ireland, Empire. Thoso should shins 
Twin island stars of power and peace; too near 
For aught but love. Now love is for the freo 
In equal fortunes and strict equity. 

I also wished—too daring or too vain t 
To strike from greater anvils still a spark, 

To guide some groper o’er the trailless plain, 

And show him where to wend tho’ all be dar]c. 

For honest hearts a faith that's not inane 
But full of comfort, calls men to an ark, 

Will safely ride the troubled waves of life, 

And give them peace amid its Btormy strife, 

Tho’ the loud thunder bellow/s o’er the tide 
Submerging all our hopes and all we love, 

And wailing windB, like spirits that deride 
Joy, trust, and truth, howl round and from above, 
Whence light should shower, tho wild wrack spreads its 
wide 

Horizon-touching wings, yet comes this dove 
Hope’s branch, held in its beak, whose green leaves tell 
God’s forces rule and all for all is well. 
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And doing this, this far-west flower of verso, 

May stir a heart or two with beauty Been 
By mo but never half expressed, tho curse 
Of long immersion in the world’s din 
Being on mo, and my cruel fate far worse 
Than those who strive but fuil the prize to win, 

For they sketch o'er the course and all but touch 
Tho goal, whilo I—my Pegasus a crutch ! 

A foolish boy, alas ! long Bummers since, 

I cast my horoscope for highest things, 

And thought by strength the world I should convince, 
And thnt with time I'd feel my budding wings, 

I said : ‘I’ll take my cue from.every prince 
Of Bong ; from every harp ita sweetest strings 
And fancy walked thro’ all tho muse's maze, 

Thro’ all song’s avenues and haunted ways. 

And then. I wrote presumptuous: ' J will climb 
And write in starry characterstny name 
Where the great blaze of Byron’s song sublime' 

Makes the lame bard the cynosure of famo ;’ 

And all I asked from heaven was health and time- 
Doubt’s craven fears and envy’s sneers to thumb, 
When up stalked Poverty and wrought me ill, 

And fiery passions fought the fiery will. 

Here’s but an echo of a song that wanes, 

Thrown from 1 far studies and forgetterr years* 

Lake sounds of anthems'in-deserted fanes, 

Hymns’ phantoms itr the temple<which rrpresas' 
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Its crumbling roof and arches to tho rains 
And winds, hallowed by bygone prayers and tears; 
Hark to thoso strains 1 aloft nnd down the aisleB 
Reverberate ! Is’t only Fancy’s wiles? 

To thee fair spirit! of whom half in jest 
I've sung above, I dedicate to thee 
TIiobo songs ; to thoe, tho beautiful, the best! 

My never-absent-one where’er I be 1 
My calm mid scones where howling winds infest, 

And where peace blooms the fairest flower for me, 
Far, fur —yet near—1 send across the sea 
These songs to thee, my beautiful, to thee! 

London, August, «88?. 



EOS: AN EPIC OF THE DA VfN. 


Illusion makes the bettor part of lifo. 

Happy self-conjurors, deceived, wo win 
Doliglit and ruled by fancy livo in dreams. 

The mood, the hour, the standpoint, rules the sceno ; 
The past, tho present, the to-be weavo charms ; 
Whito-flashing memory’s fleet footsteps fly, 

And all tho borders of her way are pied 

With flowers full glad o’en when thoir roots touch quick 

With pain. With tears upon Ins dimpled cheek 

Forth stops the infant joy, nnd laughing, mocks 

At care. In time, smiles play upon the check 

Of pale regret, who grows transformed, nnd stands 

A ponsivo queen, more fair than boisterous mirth. 

The proBent's odorous with leaves of treos 
Long dead, rnd dead defacing weeds and thorns, 

And paBt the cloud that glowered, the blast that smote, 
And out from never to bo trodden days 
Hope smiles, and airs from dawns we're never doomed 
To see, come rich with fragrance, fresh with power, 
Profuse of promises of golden dayB, 

And join the necromancy of the past, 

Mingling the magic which makes up our lives. 

I had been musing how the goddesB bright 
Of morning red, at close of every night, 

Announcing coming ligh| of day to gods 
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Ami mortals, drovo her lambent car across 

The Bky, and liow sho stoop'd and pluck’d those flowers 

Of men, -Orion, Cophnlus, Tithonus— 

Tithonus, who became a wrinklod shado, 

So changed from him whoso strength and beauty pierced 
The heart of Eos in its tender dawn 
Of love. 

A sunny sky of blue arching 
A plain in verdure drowned, and floating thick 
Upon the emerald Boa sweet wild flowers gay ; 

Their stately queen the light-pink prairie rose. 

The whirr of insects loud on every side, 

And loud and clear the prairie lark, deep hid 
In those vast fragrant meadows, sang ; the creek 
Sent thousand-voiced upon tho sultry air 
The bull-frog’s weary canticlo. I slept 
And dreamt the goddess bent above me there 
On that wide treeless plain, and made my heart 
Distend with dumb, bewildering, dreadful joy ; 

Near mine tho snowy forehead islcd in gold, 

Near mine the eyes of blue, ineffable, sweet, < 

And on my mouth the dewy rose of hers. 

She rose and bared her milk-white arm, and drew 
Me near her; then there flash’d a blinding light; 

Whirlwinds of flame swept o’er tho grass ; the plain 
Was one vast fire from rim to rim ; but on 
Wo went till distance made th' abounding blaze 
Like glow of western clouds presaging storm, 

When tho broad sun in awful glory sets, 

Then leaves great yellow fire-lit tracts behind, 

Like fame of Bomo portentous deed ; the heart 



18 


AN EPIC OF THE DAWN. 


Ib touched and no unploasing sadness wraps 
The soul. 

The sea soon lay boneath, with ibIob 
Of vinos and palms, tall cedars, citron groves, 

Within nn azure concavo rimmed with light. 

A rush of green-whito wavo and wo woro whelm’d 
In depths wherein whole navies might go down, 

Nor leave a ripple on the placid sea. 

Careless, I closed mino eyes to die, but she 
Reached forth the delicato hand with tapering fingers, 
Wliito, rosy-tipp’d, and toucliod mo. At that touch 
Strength came. I seemed to broatlio my native air, 
And Bho led on towards stately towers unique 
In architecture and in ornament. 

But when we neared the carvon arch and door 
She turned and said:—*• To-morrow you shall ride 
With me,” and like a dream she went, and blank 
And desolate, I knew not where to turn. 

Far down whore novor sailors’ plummet reach’d, 

Nor ever beam of piercing sunbeam stein, 

Nor dream of faint forgotten-sound o’or stirred. 

Nor ghost of earthly odours smoto tho Bense, 

Wall’d in with silent, fearful waves, its roof 
Of night and pallid waning stars, upheld 
By massy pillars quarried from the dark, 

The homo mysterious of the goddess stands ; 

Its solemn spacious chambers carpeted 
With dusk, and liung with swarthy tapostries ; 

Ebon the garniture ; profuse on lounge 
And litter lay tho fura of animals 
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Extinct for conturioa oro nun emerged, 

Of which the rocks no hint to science give. 

Along the hallB and corridors obscure, 

In many a dim recess, roso stately shapes 
Of blackness. Fed from odorous flowers fresh culled 
In gardens of Povsophonc, the air 
"’as swoet - a rich pervading fragrance pure, 

And through thu rayloss Bplondours of those halls- - 
Led by what happy chance or gracious guide - 
I gTopod and found where far within, in such 
A room, so full of sleop-compclling nirs, 

So beautiful, so statoly-solomn, still, 

As silence, weary of time’s fret and chango 
Might choose for an eternal sleep, lo ! thoro 
On couch dark as a piece of Erebus, 

But soft as Summer cloud, cunning the frame, 

Made from the lothal bronze the Titan works 
In thunder clouds, in droamloss slumber Eos 
Lay. Ah ! n > darkness there ! From white lithe limbs, 
Full throat, curved shouldor, pure firm breast and waist 
Which rose in beauty to the swelling hips, 

Light shone, and glory from her golden head ! 

Athwart those hips a vaporous veil, dun lace 
Of magic woof, the work of hands divmo 
And made from mists of dawn was thrown, but fail’d 
To hide large outlinos fair, which dazzling glow'd 
As glows thu Bun thro' hnlf-enkinrxled clouds. 

Like small snow mounds o’er which in threshing time 
The farmer spills the yellow grain, which curves 
Around tho baso, her eyelids white ; her mouth, 

Her ruddy cheeks glow’d liko young roses red 
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Abovo the lilioa of hor throat and breast. 

Around, light, airy, fairy forms kept watch. 

She moved and theso took wing. Sho rose and Btood 
A vision fairer than e’er sculptor dream'd, 

And like a cataract of fire and gold 

That down white rocks of Parkin marble sweeps, 

O'er shoulder, broast and flank her thick hnir fell 
And reached her penrly ankles pale. Her maids 
Who seem'd compact of starlight, now return’d, 

The bath prepared, and liko to ArtemiB 

When by the hunter spied, but riper-warm 

Her beauty, Titian’s to Correggio’s 

Venus, or what the matron of Eo.ne years 

Of happy married life is to the girl 

She was before love struck tho fountains deep 

Of life and all the streams of tenderness 

Sot free, Eos stood while they poured the water 

O’er her, parting the hair to let tho wave 

Beach the white back and lave the fruitful breast. 

Upon her flesh the drops onnmour'd stood, 

Trembled and rolled unwilling down ; around 
Her form a purple robe, diaphanous, 

She flung, and passed into the hall where-through 
Now gleam’d a light, clear, soft, diffused. Her face 
Was full of youth and purpose, and she cost 
No glance at all aside, nor did she heed 
Tho helpless pathos of those filmy hands 
Tithonous held out pleading, nor dumb prayers 
Regard. Before the high arched carven door 
There rushed tho blaze of golden car and steeds 
Of fire, with lightning shod, their eyes like pits 
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Of flame, and standing noar, with harp in hand, 
Spirits of beauty sang clear voiced and sweet: 

CHORUS. 

Hail! day’s herald roappoaring! 

Joy of earth ! young earth’s adorning, 

Wings out-spread and fast careoring 
Down the gulfs of Chaos darkling, 

Soon Black Night will disappear ; 

While her star abovo her sparkling, 

Comes with shining robos the Morning, 
Orange-tinted, purple-glowing, 

Samite skirts and freely flowing, 

Songs of birds, and saucy crowing 
Shrill of wakeful chanticleer. 

Bounding rills down bowery highlands, 

Flashing streams with stronmlets flushing, 
Lucid waves round flowery islands, 

In thy beams will soon be blushing, 

And the lily’s pallid cheek will burn with thy dyes 
And the leaves and fields will twinkle 
With the dews thy tears besprinkle, 

Tears from thine immortal eyes. 

Whero now darkness grimly gloometh, 

Soon leaf shadows will be swaying, 

Over sunny banks whero bloomcth, 

Drinking draughts of sunny air, 

Sweet as love and glad as day, 
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Flowers too bright to know decaying) 

They nro so immortal fail * 

Though their doom bo to dec ly 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Mount thy car! 

Wo conic from far— 

Come from watching fairies footing 
Steps fantastic in the moonlight, 

O'er enchanted lawns of greon ; 

On the left white billows Bhooting, 

Whose Bpray showers of margarite 
Play o’er sheets of silver sheen : 

On tho right a cedam cover, 

Where coy Dian witli her lover 
Might have met and kiBsed unBeen. 

Mount thy car! 

Fain would we be viewing 
Thy soft tears the earth bedewing, 

The meadows green and mountain*, 

The forest thick and fells, 

Leafy dolls, gardened closes, 

Roses red, pink nnd palo, 

Towery hyacinth nnd jasmine and blue bells, 
And ton thousand flowers unnamed which regale 
With the odours they exhale, 

Drunk enraptured senso subduing 
Through the perfume laden gale, 

Bearing spoils from large wild roses, 

From pied pansies, nectar’d posies— 
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Purple nhalicos and golden, 

Of man’s eyes still unboholdon, 

Which the boo to-day shnll drain ; 

From tall grasses big with sun and rain, 

• From ghul vines no caroful hand shall train 
Which run riot round wild fountains 
That go dashing down tho dale. 

SEMIC110UUS II. 

Mount thy car i 
Jewelled, golden, asbestine, 

Wo would havo divine delight, 

And would gaze 
On tho mazo 

Of commingling waters’ blaze, 

On wild teeming ocean’s daughters, 

Lakes and seas ; 

On the haze 

Over lakes and wooded mountains, 

Over fields and spray-crowned fountains, 
Where tho earliost day-gleams shiver. 

On mild-glinting rill and river, 

Wliero the youngest morning beams 
Plash in streamlets play on streams, 
Waterfalls, liko ruby wino, 

In thy amethystine light. 

Mount thy car! 

Now while thoy sang wo mounted that high car, 
And, ere I was aware, Eos, tho reins 
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Held in both hands, was flying up the steep 
Way phosphorescent, I beside hor. Tongues 
Of flame played in the horses' manes and all 
Seem’d hurrying flamo, and soon the cold raw air 
Of the dark world was stirred, and the stars blinked 
And glimmered pale and went. But Lucifer 
In untam’d splendour shone, and up the heavens 
And o’er tho broad iEgoan blood-red shafts 
Were mixed with yellow, sapphire and beryl rays. 

We saw tho isles disponed within what seomed 
Tho hollow sea, like leaves within the cup, 

When old tea-drinking croner iheir fortunes tell. 
Afar lay Cypress whence Phoenicians came 
With wares to Argos and Mycentu, bent 
On trade and plunder, stealing youth and maid 
And wife with golden tresses, limbs like light, 

To sell in Egypt. On these shores they found 
Tho shell-fiBh which contained their Tyrian dye. 
They settled in the land, built cities long 
Ronown'd in song, grew rich and great, and lost 
The memory of their Eastern lands less fair. 

They taught the Greek their arts, their alphabet; 
To measure, mould, carve, gild, inlay, 

Design ; to write in symbols and to frame 
Grotesque impossible embodiments, 

But Greece her own bright genius felt and soar’d 
Into ideal worlds, and gave men forms 
And faiths such as Divinity itself 
Might charm ; the beautiful she first revealed, 

And when from sleep and slaughter Europe woke 
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’Twas at the kiss of Greece upon her brow, 
Blood-stained—the crown of grace in Plato’s speech. 
The majesty of Phoidian art, above 
Life’s lusts, and wars loud varnish, glory called— 

The worship of Euripides for worth 
In man and tender woman’s selfless love. 

Right over Athens she drew up her team, 

A ir-pawing, breath-ng blaze-mixed smoke, and down 
On tower and temple, mighty ruins, grey 
Old columns of past empire, glory showered. 

A buried world rose up before mine eye. 

Metliought to greet us, awful Pallas came, 

Cold, lovo proof maid, serene, omnipotent 
In arms, who never snatch’d from human fields 
A mortal youth, to daro the perils dread 
Of charms divine, nor over shed a tear, 

No, not when battlefields were heaped with slain, 

And widows tore their hair and screamed, and wild 
With woe-compelling grief, the lono'y couch 
A river made ; her followed, gloriouB throng, 

The singers, statesmen, sages, heroes old, 

All that made Atlions glory’s shrine, the world’s 
Pharos ; whilo far from Thebes Memnonian strains 
Were borne thro’ many a flowery-scented vale. 

The mind of Eos turned to him she bore 
Tithonus, his ripe beauty and his fate 
Unripe, by fierce Achilles sent to death. 

Her large blue orbs were dimmed with tears, such tears 

As weep immortal eyes, and Bwift, all blades 

Of grass, all leaves, all flowers were gemm’d with dew ; 
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And oh 1 her beauty ns slio swept away 

Those drops from chooka tit throw ■» for love and joy ! 

“ Nay not for him,” she said, “ alone I mourn, 

Old gods dethroned may claim my tears and realms 
Of boiuty lost. Chingo is the only fate. 

Even gods aro subject to his mighty sway. 

Each m munt w nks its will, and as men dream 

That they aro thus or thus, thoy cease to bo 

What they coneoivo themselves. Who could have thought 

That Greece would sink to what she is 1 Proud Alhons, 

Homo of ideal thought and noblest art — 

Where now the poet, hero, sculptor, sago, 

The men whoso art prolongs the lives of gods, 

W’liich keeps them in mon’s mouth* when all their pomp 
Of worslr’p is no more ; the words w ith wings ; 

The graceful wisdom full of calm and smiles, 

The pecans sounding thro' the laurels green 
For ever, song* of joy which shook tho dew 
From pink and rose ? Comes never more that life 
To fill the world with worship, proudly make 
All time its debtor ? Where the Olympian fight 
For no base sordid prize 1 Where are the men 
Thoso billows gladly bore to fame and power, 

Their triremes filled with valour fron'ing death, 

While strinis that still are lising stlrr’d tho airt 
Gone like their shadows in tho glvssy deep 1 
Their very monuments oblivion’s mockery. 

That sea sou-uls doleful on desertless shores. 

And glory’s waters waste round voiceless isle*. 

No more, no, never, never more comes back 
Upon the world such days, when men were men 
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All round, not narrow'd into fpocialisms, 

When i$jJchylus fought nnd Bang, when Porioles 
Commanded armies, rulod the state, loved art, 

And the bard's laurol kiss'd the victor’s crown.” 

She waved her hand and on wo went. We dash'd 
Against great banks of cloud and made them blazo, 
And far ahead the skirts of flying Night 
Were fring’d with silver lace, and round her nock 
And swarthy bimt a russet robe she cast 
As though to shield her from day’s prying eye. 

O’er Salamis and Megans wo drovo ; 

A glance townrd’s Delphi’s shrine and Dorian hills, 
And Achaian vales renowned in ancient song, 

And high Olympus onco tho throno of gods. 

Ulysses’ isle one moment claim'd our thoughts, 

Then broko the soa upon the Apulian Bhoro. 
Canusium, Brundusium, Cannie, 

Arpi, Arpinum, these unnoticed pass'd. 

We paus’d a moment o’er Imperial Romo, 

Her tale—the Milky Way of mighty deeds, 

Her streets a wilderness of monuments,' 

Her very dust made of the bones of saints j 
Tho Column, Forum, Coliseum, Arch, 

Passed like the shadow of a bird. 

" Ah there,” 

I cried, "you have a theme." 

“ A themo indeed,” 

She said, “on which I well might dwell, for none 
Have loved to moot mo more than theso whose home 
Was Rome. Ciesar returning late from rovel, 
Power-musing, gazed upon the groy above 
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The Sabine Hills, noting with omulous eye 
My conquoring car across thoir smmits flash ; ' 

The capital in purest outline stood 
Against the steely background of the sky ; 

The hum of life woke down the Sacred Way ; 

The solfish clients throng'd the doors and halls 
Of those proud nobles. Mightiest and truest souls, 
The tendcrcst spirits and noblest hearts, 

Their highest inspirations find in mo. 

From Baiie Horace oft Vesuvius’ cone 
Has watch’d grow red beneath my burning wheels, 
And Virgil loved to Bee my eager steeds 
Beat the dark ether into silver fire, 

And hear the gentle breeze my rushing wheels 
Send fragrant o’er tho trembling forest trceB. 

Mine is the hour for meditation ; heart 
And mind are freest; care but half awake ; 

Pale lust is drowsing ; blear-eyed drunkenness 
Shrinks scared from me ; the soul she yearns to God ; 
She feels her wings, like birds about to leave 
The nest, and blesses Him who made all things 
So fair 1 The rose is ne’er bo lovoly-Bweet 
As when my rays gleam through tho tremulous pearl* 
Within the shining ivory of its shells. 

What time to watch the sea like that when o’er 
Its Bteel-bluo paths I drive, transforming sky 
And wave, hiding in gleaming tissues gemmed, 

Dawn’s russet jerkin ? Mine’s the hour to think, 

To pray, to hear great nature’s heart beat He 
Who’d know himself, know what and when to do. 
Know what is best and fairest, what of power 
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Ia in tho step which wnlka with us, who’d draw 
Into his life tho forces of tho godB, 

Must greet mo waking worlds from daily death. 

A ressurroction comes with evory dawn. 

Yon glory-blazon’d city, black with crimes, 

Tho mightiest stago on which mankind has play'd— 
There the great battle was fought out afresh, 

Christ crucified a thousand times—tho rack, 

Tho living tor.-h, the wild beast’s maw, the sword, 

The myriad shout exultant of fierce joy 
Within those Flavian walls, now ruin'B home, 

Then white with togas, splendid, beauty-crown’d, 

Rank above rank, to watch the naked faith 
Engage tho world, nor dream'd that the poor slavo 
Thoy doom’d had conquer’d death, and smoto their rule 
With truth's all deadly touch. Gentle souls serene 1 
Their hymns, pure as the carolB of tho birds 
Of dawn, I’ve heard mount o’or tho Palatine, 

While in the palace lust and madness gloom’d. 

Long had our ancient lovely creeds decay'd— 

The soullesa relics of a by-gone day. 

Their time was up. I'd heard glad angels sing 
In Bethlehem, had seen His after triumph, 

Captivity led captive, Death in chains, 

Just as the Jordan crimson’d in my ray, 

But Olivet a glory wore which mine 
Eclipsed. I bow’d and reined my steeds until 
Into the heaven of heavens Ho passed, tho gates 
Of God’B supremo abode clang’d opening wide, 

And shouts and songs of triumph shook the stars. 

Him woll I knew ; by Him I sprang to life ; 
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Liko Pallas from tho bruin of Zeus full-nrm’d 
“Lot thoro bo light!" ho Raid, and straight I was, 
And driving 'tliaart tho limitless abyss, 

Woko up old Chaos from eternal sloop, 

And startled atari remote and farthest space 
With the first footfalls of light’s glancing foot. 

Hugo Darkness for a moment Btood appol'd, 

Then went, vague terror on his swarthy biow. 

Alas 1 Christ's cult has been depraved. Faithloss, 
Taking his cue fiom cuiiosity, 

Tho piieBt, grown sceptical c •rrupts all creeds. 

Weak men and weaker women fain would know 
The future, tho’ among its factor’s will 
Should hold no humble place. They’d have tho god 
Some special favours to tliemsolvos afford, 

Some bettor revelation of himself 
Than starry sphores, than all earth's beauties teaoh 
In form and tint, tho sky-reflecting streams 
Which foed tho flowor enamell'd odorous fields, 

The lakeB wherein the mountains gloss their bulks 
MajeBtic, looking greater in the wave, 

Like lives of great ones passed away, whoso word 
Yet echoes in men’s hearts, whose dcedB still hold 
The field against the blows of timo. Debased 
Their pur-blind hearts conceive he’ll come at coll 
Of spells in dim-lit holes, and that he loveB 
Oppressive smells, who makes wild trees and Bhruba 
To lond the winds with perfume. Fittest fane 
For Him the boundless universe he made. 

But men are children, various in their growth, 

And so the soul bo brought to touch with Qpd’s, 
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Tho end of all sincoro roligion’a gainod. 

If man would rouuli tho highest poBsiblo 
Ho must, like Enoch, walk with God ; must build 
His rosorvoir of power among tho stars 
If ho would go ns high ; who'll soar must fool 
Tho strength divinu within his lifo and hear 
Tho uufnltoriug wings of fate beat time with his, 

And, savo such dread companionship, alone. 

Wo minor gods our ond subserv'd, but fail’d 
To Btrike tho master note of lovo, which chord 
Ho struck evoking softost, sweetest strums, 

With deeper spell than Orpheus’ powerful lyre. 

Which balm on hearts afflicted breathes and peace 
On storm-tost souls, nnd more than martial airs 
Can stir tho hero’s heart; can nerve a clii'd 
With gaze untroubled, frowning worlds to front; 

Its simplo notes in purest accents heard, 

And ancm-nt crowns and creeds antique dissolve ; 

The world for man new-born was made anew ; 

Lifo throbb’d beneath tho ribs of death ; new lifo 
And full cf joy in eh irnol hearts ; and o'er 
Dominions of despair hope’s shining star 
Was soon, and sin was spurn’d, Christ rais’d man high, 
His own vain dreams have sunk him low.” 

She ceased and shook the silvory reins which flash’d 
Lika lightening bands above the Central Sea. 

A southern breeze boro balm upon its wings 
And shed Arabian porfumo round our way. 

How fair this world,” I cried. 

“ Ayo fair," sho Eaid, 

“ Fair tho bright flowors whoso eyes aro fair for mine ; 
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Fnir snowy falls anil stronm and fell find valo ; 

Tho farmor faring nimbly to bin fluids, 

His bucksomo wife loud-chucking for her hens ; 

Tho burly plowman turning up the earth ; 

Small shapely fingers dressing loaded vines ; 

Tho rooks at parley in tho pine-tree tops ; 

Tho orchestral bursts of joy from little throat* 

Of black-bird, thrush and robin, linnet, finch, 

And lark—that rocket of lioart-glowing song I 
Tho sea—the free, tho rushing waves at play ; 

Tho steamship holding on ’gainst wind and tide ; 
The sailor singing ns he scours tho deck j 
Fair is the mother praying with her babes ; 

The boy, sly-crceping o’er his sleeping sire ; 

Tho maiden in hor lover’s pure embrace, 

Their trysting place tho dewy fields of dawn ; 

The ivied cottage whence tho smoko up curls. 

Its feet touched by the foam of Bobbing seas ; 

Fair is contrition’s early prayer to heaven ; 

Fair tender-handed nurses watching pain : 

Fair holy nuns their onsons repeating ; 

And fair the poet drinking in my force, 

Framing great songs v hose waves melodious bear 
High thoughts like ships rich laden. Fair all these. 
But I could show you where gliast murder glares, 
Terror with all her furies standing near ; 

Where at this hour which socinB so fair to you, 
Bewilder'd girls drown their helpless babes ; 

Whero women beautiful as Dian’s smile 
In silver seas, drowse guilty in gilt splendour, 

Or sleep tho outworn thralls of lust; men dower'd 
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With Fortune's favours, yos nnd tlioso with gifts 
Of mind, in drunken Inngour snoring lifo 
Away ; gaunt hunger crimp’d in gurrota vilo ; 

The moon-light ruflian coming from his work 
Of savago war on civil lifo ; and here 
A mountain side, a peasant's hut, liia homo 
Whore ho and his wore liorn, but whoncu vilo grcod 
Ejects him no < .11 justly, for it inado 
His load too heavy. Ho in auger scowls ; 

The aged palsied mother weeps ; tho wifo 
With apron wipes her tears away ; then scolds 
Tho instruments of law, to them tho dogs 
Of pitiless oppression ; sons tnll, strong, 

With murderous eyo survey tho bailiff hard ; 

Tho children cry, the neighbours helpless crowd 
Against the cordon thrown around by power. 

Aye fair the world ! but did I make you seo 
The ceaseless, measureless flow of heart-wrung tears, 
And hear the chorus vast of woeful sighs ! 

Fair wero this world, wero but mens’ actions fair. 

But now—” 

Quick moved her hand, a gesture proud 
Of scorn. Tho lightning gleam’d within her eyes 
Deep blue ; crimson her check, her nostrils sproad ; 
But pity driving anger out she cried : 

“ Poor man ! not wholly hateful oven at worst, 

At best, lie’s groater than the gods themselves. 

The poet and priest have praised us long in song 
More laden with coarse flattery than altars 
W'ith fat of lamb and ram and bullock, for they deem’d 
W e loved the odour which your dainty dame 





Will faint to find invade hor boudoir. Now 
A god will say a word in prniso of man — 

Wo nro immortal. Man’s frail life a whiff 
From swamp or river puffs out; nil tho odds 
Against achievement ; his Towards they grow 
Upon tho precipice’s lodge ; he toils, 

Fails, fights again for doubtful prir.os, plucks 
His flowers with wido-mouth'd ruin gaping far 
Bolow ; ho lives and sweats for other men, 

Whose tardy praises will not reach his ears. 

He thinks, ho acts, he laughs, ho weeps, he loves, 

And always in dentil’s shadow ; whatever houso 
He builds, his dostined lodging is the tomb. . 

1 ho brido ho wreaks his heart on, death will claim. 

And mako a grinning horror of the fuco 

Which thrilled his soul. The dome whore genius dwells 

And whence it sends its thoughts, like arms, to clasp 

The universe, becomes a hideous piece 

Of crumbling bone. Yet on tho isthmus small 

Of life, tho past and future, liko great seas 

On either hand whose deeps oblivious 

Devouring all, make’ mockery of fame, 

What works, what plans immense the insect rears ! 

We seo fruition ; we the end enjoy ; 

Ten thousand heroes walk the earth and sow 
And know they cannot reap, but chose they love 
Will—mother, wife or child ; ten thousand who 
Would gladly die for men they never knew. 

Such lives, such deeds, the noblest praise for him 
Whose fingers form’d wondrous man. 
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All Europe liiy bonoath us now ; n map 
Whereon since Ciesar's time chango scribbles, like 
A wayward child pervorso ; red battle fields 
As thick as tomb-stonos in tho parish ground, 

And annios that in thunder yot will break 
On bloodior ficldB. 

Moro sihory groy tho clouds 
Above and round tho city of the Seine. 

Clear did it show in regular beauty fair. 

Clear showed its long straight streets w ith boskage lined ; 
Its boulevards, and palaces and towers 
And domes, and thro’ the wilderness of art, 

Beneath its many punts, between its wealth 
Of troos umbrageous, tho river moved ; 

The cab its light—a pin hoad, pliod for hire ; 

From Neuill;. and well-cultur'd Courbevoio 
The mnrket ca-t came ’neuth the Arc do Triompho, 

And, looking like a beetle, hurried down 
Tho Champs Elysdcs, which contrasted now. 

In the pure quiet of tho early dawn, 

With the^oarse splendours of its nightly wont. 

Empty thoBe gardens whore vain pleasure haunts. 

Where queons of lust to-day in diamonds shine, 

Who on no distant morrows die in rags. 

The Boulevard ian roar is hushed ; the blaze 
Of Cofds veiled ; of thrice ten thousand shops 
The glory’s out ; but all that soul can atir 
Remains : The dome which rises o’er his tomb 
Who broke on Europo bearing death and fire, 

And carrying terror to the hearts of kings, 

Whole nations mesmerizing, whose column stands 
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And Arch Triumphant, rovoronccd by tlioiio 

Who would nil oho destroy. That gilded domo 

Sli incs like another sun, and thero lies ho 

Silent, but still n wonder and a power. , 

Yot more inspiring nro the monuments 

Which Bpoak of death to tyrants and of hopo 

For men, of aspirations after good, 

Tho lovo of liberty, the lovo of man, 

Tlio love of art, of song. Yes ! Paris stands 
By Buffering purified, with more truo force 
To raise men’s thoughts than when false glittor call'd 
From evory side proud dissoluto wealth, 

To dazzle thro’ the streets of slaves. 

Slio road 

My thoughts, and, answering thorn, the goddess spake 
“ Amazing gonius in the Kelt abides. 

How sweet his warm, quick, gentlo courtesy 1 
IJow bravo in arms ! Excelling in all arts 1 
How loyal to the leader of his heart! 

His very vanity a power. The price 
He pays for his groat gifts is great : balance, 

Tho steady aim and duty made supreme. 

Franco might be well content to-day. Sho lost 
But what she took by force. But thunders crouch 
In overy heart. Ere long they’ll Rhine-ward spring. 
And, though tho fight will not be such as when 
A court of cowards and cocottes held sway, 

’Twill end disastrously for France. Her foe 
Has all tho great conditions of success. 

The people will be made ambition’s pawns, 

Ten thousand bleed to make one leader great. 
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Porhnps to make n tyrant; such is mnn ; 

Of nil his follies war's roil glory worst. 

If wisdom ruled, the peoples of the world 
Might ho ns ono." 

Tlio isles of frooilom lny 
Like jewels on tho ocean's brenst. Tho ronr 
Of London now wns still. Its million flues 
Hnd not yet thrown n canopy opnque 
Between it anil tho sky. A thousand spires 
Time clear into tho air. Their crosses shone. 

Huge clumnoys hideous forms reared abovo 
Tlie sen of roofs, und, like n penitent, 

Tho Tower, full of remorfe r ul memories, showed. 

Tile river seemed to slumber on its way ; 

Its shores of new embankment, buildings old, 
fit. Paul’s great dome, St. Stephen’s ornato tower, 
Woro mirrored in its calm but murky tide. 

Hugo barges lay, like monstcrB of tho deep 
Asloop. Ten thousand masts woro tipp’d with gold. • 
'Twns fancy, or I heard tho glioBt-liko tread 
Of stray policemen in deserted streets. 

A speck, the,waggon laden with fresh fruits 

And roots and flowers, towards Co vent garden moved. 

A blot of wretchcdnoss cropt down tho strand, 

Another night of sin and gin and pain 

Gone by Slow limpt sho to her squalid home, 

If home was hors in that hard populous hivo. 

“ Thero,” said my guide, “ the largest city time 
E’er saw, tho seat of peerless ompiro, built 
By valorous deeds and counsels sage, now caught 
In the fierce draw of wild democracy, 



Whose r/vpidn menace death. Founder she will 
Amongst thoBo liowling rooks unions tho wlso 
And patriot rulu tho hour. Tho IIoiibo of Lords— , 

A acuttlod, mastlusH hulk in stormy noun. 

Thu bonstod constitution's gone, nud England, 

Unless sho builds anow, 'gainst perils now 
Will split up in tho roaring surge. Tho man 
Of stuto to-day who wins success iB ho 
Who rattles loudest for tho inonstrouB child, 

With headlong passions and imperial power. 

Poor tricks are played. Any bait to which 
Tho fish will rise. Great mon of long renown 
Palter with truth, and souk, like circus clowns, 

To ride two horses ; daub thum3olvos and lose 

Identity. What they aro, what next 

They’ll do, no man can say. They'll summersault, 

Or jump through all their principles. They'll fall, 
They’ll tumblo, then up smiling coino, and bow 
For cheers, that Burke had ra'her die than hear. 

A few, indoed, the danger see. Tho rest 
Sing songs of progress, or in dalliance live, 

Deaf to tho ruin-thundering billows near. 

Tho greatest and tho noblest nation, too, 

That’s risen yet should not so fall." She ceasod. 

“Is that small islo,” I asked, “whoso earth-fenced fields 
Gleam emerald from below, the land of Flood 
And Grattan ? ” 

Answering she sighed, or seem’d 
To sigh : “ Yes ; that’s Ierno there ” 

“O stained," 

I cried, “with centuries of tears and crimes 
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Recriminating crimen, what hope for hor ? 

Must alio forever lio n floating soirow 
On licnvon upbraiding Hcas 1 Will novor fall 
From skies of mercy healing dews for horl 
No power o'er break tho spell of anarchy 1 
And fill the land with happy homes and mon 
Made trnly froo from wrong by rectitndo, 

And balanc'd judgment pointing to whnt’s fit 1 " 

“ That land," sho said, “ will nlso havo its day. 

Fail’d, fail’d, ignominiously they’vo failed 
To whom tho gloriouB privilege of rule 
Was given. Lost in low frivolity, 

On them woro lost high opportunities. 

They spent, drank, sank and soddoned into swine, 

Or lived, bloodhounds and beagles, chasing whom 
Thoy should protect. No sense ut all of duty. 

Their highest art to run a fox to death. 

Harrying a hare thoir noblost day’s delight; 

Tho peasant girl a quarry for their lusts ; 

License thoir law, and blind to skyey portents, 

Thoy ground who’ll now grind them ; thoir wisdom’s thrift 
To bl'ght tho land of which they were the lords. 

Tho hour of retribution comes, and time’s 
Old ledger evens up accounts. To-day 
In freedom's happy land th’ evictor’s child 
Rows to the evicted’s, and low-cringing sues 
For palty place—so terrible is Fato ! 

Tho dagger's now men may mistako tho cry 
Of blinding Vongennco for tho voice of Justice. 

If headlong hnto’s hot counsels shall prevail, 

And truth and honesty be nosed osido, 
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Ab flwino would pearls, then cuiiiob tlio hour o! futo 
For thoso who Hhtiml olato on victory's stups, 

Nor weigh thu duties fuvouiing gods imposo. 
Wolf-liku attacks on ono defenceless limn, 

Tlui cruel boycott piled on travails pangs, 

Tho siuluBH hi'ifur hock'd by senseless lmnds, 

The yet green lmrvcHt mow’d with envy's scytlio, 
Thu worst of tyrunnieH in worst of forms, 

A reign of terror through thu country sido, 

Tho honest funner who will dnre ho just, 

Is either slain by brother peusnuts' hands 
Or earless drives his tailless kino to town— 

Such deeds, tho' fruitB of misused powei— for not 
Tho umnoy taken from tho land, tho trim 
Spruce agent gutting huts, tho agony 
Of bursting hearts that dared not speak, embrace 
The worbt ; the degradation of thu man 
O'er-shadows all : yet none the less such deeds 
The numo of freedom soil and balk the aim 
Of those w lin’d bring m bettor happier days. 

E'en God's aims fail hecaiibe of man's lnisdeedB. 
This only curtain, (JoodncBS, Truth, the Right 
Prevail at last. Rut man his own best star 
Can bo his own worst bale. Once give liun power 
Forgot aro all tho lessons of all tnnea, 

Ho yokes himself to passion, heaven provokes 
To send on him tho plague which crush'd his foes. 
Yot hope’s Btar rises o'er that troubled land. 

A healthy broe/.o conics from her stoimy sky, 

Will blow down bigotry’s corrupting shrines, 

Uor fatuous feuds the nightmare of vuin dreams 
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Of day's dolusivo iiml of ways dufllod 
Ity deeds ill-suited to thu prosent hour. 

She'll play a part her world-seattor'd son* 

< 'an watcli, nor blush : Empire's right hand ; hor soil 
No longer drain’d to deck the Paria jado ; 

Security where flark asHassins lurk'd ; 

Fields laden with earth's bounty whore high walls 
Vproar'd by pride, wide-barrenness enclosed j 
Contentment on the yoonmn's ruddy face, 

" itliin hia heart tho glow of charity 
For all tho brother peoples of tho earth, 

And decent self-respect whoro pig and ass 
Were hous'd on equal terms with man." 

She ceased ; 

Tho horses forward sprang ; tho Atlantic broad 
Was well in view. Tho chariot flying o’er 
Tho watery plain, bright ronds of purple wide 
Woro dashed this way and that 

O ! the pulsing senso 
Of lifo ev static ! O the w idu, wide sea ! 

Tho soa-gulls wheel and poise and dip for prey, 

Tho porpoise bounding through tho billows, whales 
Shooting to heaven great towers of glittering spray, 
Thoir brown backs heaving huge above tho wave, 

Like boats upturn’d. What joy to sail for over 
High o'er the dark bluo sea !” And Eos spake . 

“ T’vo told you of man’s grentnoas,” said tho goddess 
“ Amaze and admiration fill your soul 
At this wido sweep of measureloss sea 
Now all but calm. Somo day you may again 
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Stray o'or those wutorB by my side, wlion clouds 
Will wrap my cur, clouds crushing thunder ; lmil 
And lightening II iring round our heads ; the bolt 
Of Jove, wild hissing in t!u mid abyss, 

And then unlmrm'd for I will throw my shield 
Invisible twist death und you, you will admire, 

For you liuvu lov'd the storm whoso choral music, 
Long-pea ing tin o’ itrial aisles, has been 
To you from infancy a joy. I've seen 
Upon the seu, wliut all surpassed itself 
In storm or calm : men save lives and die, 

Nor blench with all its fury hurtling round 
Their heads serene , ColumbuB crossing ways 
Uutioilden, guided by bold thought und faith, 

And mmk'd him ipicll his mutinous men and move 
Heroic in lus t lender craft, unawed 
By man or th incuts, and reach his gaol 
Despite of falteung lichlo hearts ; despite 
dhe waning dread wlute-liamier'd billows vast, 

The hurtling, roaring, spar-shaking, sibilant seas, 
As in battalions up tlioy roso to bar 
The invader. Tolls, privations, envy cares, 
Ingratitude, mg ect, the scoin of fools, 

Successful treachory, contempt and want, 

All this was his for throwing wide tho gates 
Not only of new lands with wualth untold, 

But of an era new for down-crush’d man. 

For liberty required a virgin Boil. 

What has Columbus done for Europe’s slaves 1 
Not only for the homeless happy homes ; 

With the email leaven of great pioneers, 



AN EPIC OF THE DAWN. 


43 


It mado nnd makes from Europe's ooze and scum, 
Tlio foremost nation in fair freedom's ranks. 

It’s citizens— tliuy walk tho earth like kings. 

Proud self-reliant, they have stript tho crest 
From idleness airl swept from toil tho ban, 4 
And for the bravo and strong thrown all doors wido. 
There is tho field of victory over kings 
And tyrnnts, aye, and o’er the passions wild 
Of tho impulsive throng. Tho courtly mob 
May sneer, but no where else tho crowding mass 
Of men hnvo been erect and free, each man 
A sovereign, knowing this, respecting all, 

However poor, who bravely work their wuy, 

Not capuble of bending pliant knees, 

Or dolling cap to any child of eaith." 

Wo noted soon great ice-bcrgs floating liko 
Abandoned tries and coning round the shores 
Of Nova Scotia, Anticosti, New 
Brunswick, Prince Edward and Quebec, tho waves 
Of tho St. Lawieucu Gulf with refluent sweep; 

The fishing fleets liko fairy tents encamped 
Upon tho plains, nnd schools of mackerel 
Moved shoreward Binning in a thousand liuos, 

While o'er them boiled the sea or seemed to boil. 

We reached, admired nnd pass’d that city hoar 
Which wears an old face in a world all now, 

From whoso high plain and storied ritndol, 

Wolfe's glory streams for ever, und we mark'd 
How tho broad river roll’d along, wide-liommod 
With woodod shores, the land and water all 



One mighty maze of ruhy nun-lit mist, 

Far-burning wood nnd shoots of silver firo 
A simile of thought paired like n oloudlot o'er 
Ilor face, nnd like n Hummer cloudlet went. 

“ Lo»l thorn," she raid, “ a piece of French antique 
’Gniniit which the win or of time ite blnBtsnnd storms 
Would seem to break in vnin. Tliey cling down there 
To forniB nnd glories nnd traditions old 
Of other lands nnd of long-vanished years, 

And while thoy live beneath one rule, they own 
The civilization of another, not 
In harmony therewith ; nor can they cense 
To look beyond the sen until that day, 

Far off, which impulse new will give and bind 
The heart’s affections round the land they till: 

Their mother then, no nursing substitute 

For one long leagues nway. They linve the fores, 

They have the genius of a mighty race ; 

Poets nnd thinkers, statesmen elo jaunt; 

Their peasants gentle, virtuoUB folk ; hut lost 
Aro many winning grncos of the Gaul 
At home Old wine is pent in bottles new ; 

You see the Bame faults fnrtlier west in those 
Blind egotists, who damn in others what 
They do themselves - tho merest slaves of cant, 

Of what has hoen—incapnhlo of deeds 
Strong-limbed and hold, such as are horn of thought 
And will. Ilut there shall ennio a race in which 
This Gallic stream will play a noble jinrt, 

A race, which gathering strength from diverse founts, 
Will— a majestic river—onward flow, 
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Full volumn'd, vast, its guide its proper bent, 

Ami take its character ami hues fioin all 
That makes the present great • rolling along 
A crowded avenue of wealth ami power. 

hho shook the reins which gleam’d liko lightning bands, 
Thu horses tim'd their meteor heads, the clouds 
Flew round their feet in darting flames, the mist 
Rose up illuminated round our wake, 

Which blazed a diamond track for many a letiguo. 

Upon my brow the wind was cold ; I heard 
Thu rush of wheels so quick each look'd a fire 
Of dazzling brightness ; held by power divine 
I held my place. 

Hut now *>ho drew the reins 
Tight, and tho horses stopped. I heard the singing 
Of tributary streams, and looking down 
Haw whore I'io river -tho Ottawa -cut out 
Of tho eldest ribs of earth a theatre vast. 

Like throads of silver run from silver coin 
To com, it wound between tho hills, anil spread 
At intervals in wide and beauteous lakes 

Right m the midst a hill fit throne for rulo, 

And crowning this wore stately structures, towers 
Ami domes and gothic arches quaint, w itIi rich 
Device of ornatuont. A shade of grave 
Reflection passed across hci face hut did 
Not mar the outlines of immortal youth, 

Nor dim its hues. Her eyes looked far away 
As though all future time was glass’d within 
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Thoir dopths : so look'd tho Cunroan Sibyl’s, 

Hor first convulsions o'or, whon sirs foretold 
.dSnoaa all tho years hold in thoir womb 
For his descendants. 

“ Those,” sho said, “ wore built 
By ono of largo concoptioift, forocust sago, 

Imporial dreams, in whom Ulyssoan wiles 
W«ro woddol with n grasp for state affairs 
Which nntos him with those mighty minds whoso care 
And patient wisdom nations founl ; great souls, 

Whoso monuments aro continents, from whom 
Whole races drink their inspiration. 

Ho had to work with crude materials gross. 

His task to wield in one wido-scatter’d Btates. 

Abroad, at homo, fat ignnranco besot 
His path : tho smug sagacity of mon 
Purblind, —tho chosen voice of thoso ill fit 
To choose who shall duclaro wli it law must bo - 
Tho roar of calumny, faction's furious feuds, 

Tho want of heart, of faith, proper to times 
Whon Mammon-worship is the sliamuless cult 
Of most,-—with those and more ho lmd to fight, 

But ho nor blench’d nor faltered ono small hour, 

But liko a law boro on, borne up by hopes 
Such ns aro parents of immortal things.” 

She ceased. Tho sense’s memory, tremulous with 
Her tones, liko some rare music often heard 
Before, with happy pain my heart made faint, 

And in my eyes tho waves well’d up from founts 
Of joy and grief ; tho chords of mourning thrill'd 
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As for sumo loss divine, while all tlio springs 
Of rupture moved ; meanwhile thro ’tonrs I mark’d 
The rosy bulge of delicate clouds which slept 
On eitlior side. She said : 

“ Lo 1 beautiful livos 

Dissolved in mist and rocked asleep by airs 
Impalpable ns they.” • 

But up there camo 

The phantom roar of waters. Bonding o’er 
The car which now was near the earth, I saw 
Where over rocks wild torrents gnashed and foam’d. 
And I was noting how the mass of whito 
And furious billows, catching rays of dawn, 

Began to show like a great rose in vnso 
Of silver, fringed with jasmin flowers, when she 
Went on : 

'* Yes, there’s tho sont of empire young, 

A poople destin’d to bo groat and froo, 

Tho’ oft blind ignoraiico and greed tlioso halls 
Invade, and m fair Freedom’s very fane 
Swine guttle. All ! these eyes have Been wlmt man 
Can do. Full many a morning havo I watch’d 
Tho envious croud in Athens spit out hato 
Of noblo Per e'es, the balanc’d man, 

Wise with all wisdom, beautiful with lovo 
Of every art, who mado Athona’s home 
Worthy of her—that light for overmoro 
To man ; for sink ho ne'er so low, the hog 
In him may overgrow the soul, and lust 
And drunkenness drivo far tho graceful forms 
Which wait on tho puro life, still must he riso 
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Again, rodoomod, drawn by tho power of Athons— 
Her beauty fairer than tho lover dreams 
Of her he loves -the greatness of tho mind, 

Calm, self-contninod, the music struck by souls 
For goodness passionate from nature's strings, 

Tho scorn of death, tho love of noblo deeds— 

All this will reBt on mankind liko a spell, 

And spite of filth and crime, disease and death, 
Causo thorn to move towards uxcellenco. Ah ! truo, 
Tho enureo iB slow. Tho freshening morning comes 
Upon tho lioel of night and gives each day , 

A now birth to tho world ; tho years steal by 
And leave behind their legacies of fuct; 

The generations rise and fall liko waves, 

But eru they die tho storo of knowledge swell; 

The centuries bearing namos and deeds of note, 

And potty pangs and lyric joys, and loves 
Too woighty for frail lives—tho centuries flee ; 

A thousand years are gone like yesterday ; 

Old empires sink into docreptitudu ; 

New kingdoms rise ; even races pass away ; 

New types appear ; new forms of civic life— 

But man is still the same blind fool, the same 
Base groveller, still will ho hug his chains, 

And still pursue what loads to chains and death. 
Down the ruining precipices of time 
Tyrant and tyrannies are hurled, and man 
A moment rises free and stands erect; 

The future opens liko a dawn of spring ; 

It seems as if afar in depths of space 
The stars were haqiing choral symphonies, 
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In sympathy with worlds born again, 

And a now ora stood upon tho vorgo 

Of fact Alas ! Vile ubo has bred tho slave’s 

llabit. The horso has flung bis rider off 

But runs bewilder’d till another holds 

Tho ruin and mnkos him fool tho master’s touch ; 

Tho 'ato wash'd sow growB sad with cleanliness. 

But as tho pig imagination glows 

With dreams of wallowing noar, she grunts with joy. 

Ruled by Pisistratus men could not be 

Worse slaves than they are there in that young land 

In this new world. They have academies ; 

And from a thousand tabernacles gleams 
The cross, the symbol sweot of truths more deep 
Than Greek philosophy, or nnxlem loro. 

They have the garner’d wealth of ages old 
An l new, b_ib cvm >t think — th > serfs of bold 
And blatant ci'umny, whose breath of life 
Is rank vituporvion of tho best 
And wisest mon. That form of civic life 
Which liberty and government by tho sage 
Secures, nowhere in tho round world is soon. 
Democracy puts apes in power, und howls 
Hosannas praising not humility 
Divine an ass bestriding, but the ass 
Himself, out-bruying hideous egotisms, 

Richly caparison’d and capering o’er 

Tho prostrate crowd, while those who live, the sail 

Of human things, who keop society 

From mortifying, hated are push’d 

Aside ; low cunning more and more is crown'J. 
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Without nomo practice, who can plough n field 1 
Without instruction, who can nmko u watch 1 
Without much study, who can muster art 'I 
But mun will net nB if the veriest hour 
Woro fit for government, while government 
Of all things mun can do is hardest, most 
Beset with problems Buch ns only minds 
Of finest fibre, trained and confident 
From knowledge mid the House of power can capo 
With. Oivo to poor small brains the task to drive 
This chariot, Plmethon’s fate nwaits him, worse 
Tlinn Plinuthon's fate, perhaps, the people whom 
Ho tries to rule. But still things onwurd move ; 

And though the curve that's near will seem depraved. 
And is, in tiino’s largo circles progress lives ; 

And 'tis permitted generous hope to kcop, 

That in a far off day the doll will honour 
Worth with other meed than hato. Thu heart 
Of mediocrity will sweetened bo 
By sweet benevolences born of time 
And snd experience. Benefactors wise 
Of men will then not have to wait till death 
For their reward ; but many n lapsing year 
Must pass, before the harp from which the Fates 
Will strike this music has been made, and oh ! 

How many thousand times my bunting wheels 
Will lighton o’er this earth before 1 can 
Announce that liappy mom. Bight under hero 
The savage ruled and on that very hill 
His councils held, councils which in the mind 
Of Jovo rank near as high as those which now 


s 
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A rttco solf-stylod superior hold, nlono 
In cunning groat. Thoy do not feud on dog* 

Or humnn flash, but moral cannibals 

They nro. Tlioy kill with vonomous lios and thon 

Like ghouls thoy batton on tho corpse, and sconos 

Humiliating ns an Indian dnneo 

Around a white dog swimming in its broth, 

Hnvo boon onnetod in that cliatnbor whoro 
A Cicero should find himself at homo. 

And Rurke’s deep wisdom bo a common thing. 

Who worships truth) who honours iiborty) 

A fow. Too few. Tho mass nro lost in love 
Of gain, in low desires, conceptions all 
Unworthy of tho task thoy should essay. 

Talk statesmanship to them, you cast your pearls 
Away ; but rave and slaver out abuso 
And they will crunch tho hardest epithots, 

With joy the garbago bolt, and gulp tho swill 
Of rooking rhetoric." 

Hor check here seem’d 
To burn as with a touch of angry rod. 

Thu ruins sho shook which flashed like lightening bonds 
Along tho horses’ backs. Liko tiro when winds 
Are strung, whole Btrects ablaze, roofs crashing in, 

The sky rod-hot, tho rear as of mad seas 
At war. tho firemen’s toil in vain—liko firo 
Thoy forward sprang, and, in a twinkling, towers 
And blocks of masonry majostical 
Looked liko a doubtful cdilico of dreams, 

Dim, air-built castles of forgotten years ; 

The cataract a second glanc’d —a gleam 



Of wliito 'gunit rainbow dust; the lakes avropt by. 
Redacting now tho forms of fiorjr stuoJs, 

And now a rimy shadow, and again 

Tho gum-liko radianca of our burnish’d trail. 

Sho roinod her hor3os, turn’d hor hood and said . 

“ Hew beautiful must t!mf fair city bo 
Whan o’or Laurontian lulls Apollo sinkB !” 

“‘O Eos, splcndiil in thy gleam !’’ I said, 

“ 'Tis far tnoro buautiful at sunset hours, 

And at that luno u]>on tho river oft 
A song b hoard, which should your guntlo oar 
Not scorn a mortal's voice, I'll sing I sang, 

And as I sang tho air was play’d by hands 
Unseen on somo mysterious harp divino 

“ Fair is tiio sight, when sinking to his r -at, 

Tho sun leans gently on tho mountain’s hi east, 
Empurpled clouds his radiant limbs bcduck. 

And golden curls hang round his glossy no -k. 

Tho onamour’d river flushes in his ga/.e, 

And every westward window is ablaze j 
And every towor and turret gleams awhilo 
In the warm radmneo of his parting smile; 

And ovory drop that Chaudiuro flings on high, 

One moment wears a gold or Tyrian dye; 

And every soul by naturo finely wrought, 

I* touch’d till feeling becomes one with thought, 

And thought is rapture, like some moon-drawn sea. 
The brimming spring-tide of eternity 
Within the breast, on which the soul sets sail, 



AN El’IC OF THE DAWN. 


And loaves this world with its a’lurcuionts Btalo; 

And when at last tho min is loRt to sight, 

And tlio pule moon looks wistful for tho night, 

Along those tracts of heaven where ho 1 ns jntred, 
Great gorgeous diaperies of clouds are massed; 

Or war seems there, with all its carnage dire, 
Buildings m {lames anil battlements on firo. 

You think you hoar tho sonorous trumpet's swells, 

The roar of cannon and tho whizz of shulls ; 

Or tints so tender linger in tho sky, 

Tho heart o'er-flows and wetR tho raptur’d eye, 

And blesses him who taught tho soul to know 
Buell heavenly beauty in this world bolow ; 

For in tho soul ih all tho beauty llioro 
And without lovo 'tis so much empty air. 

Tho purple fades ; more bright tho moon beams shine; 
Beneath tho doep’ning blue a saffron lino 
Alono recalls tho pageantry and power, 

Thu boisterous splendors of that sunset hour ; 

Tho saffron’s lost in ultra-deop marine, 

And starry Night is mistress of tho scone 1” 

“ Ah that’s a sight," she said, “ I fain would sco, 

But even the gods must limit thoir desires.” 

O’er all Ontario’s wealth of Bold and tow n 
Tho music followed, and still breath’d around 
Whon Lake Superior Bprcod below, it’s isles 
Of bosky beauty fragrant, mirror’d clear; 

At last tho prairie wide, with tint of flower 
As delicate as her own cheek. 
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Wo paused, 

Tho broil brawn prairio hrillowod-out bonoath. 
“Monotonous," alio cried, “ yet liko tlio sea." 

I Faid : “ Its beauty must be neon from earth, 

Ita dazzling, glowing skies all clear of cloud 
And fervent with the sun-gad’s strongest beams, 

Or strewn with Boft white pillows tier on tier; 

Like swan* nt rest upon a sen of bluo, 

They rise from rim to top o’ tlio sky’s great womb, 
Fruitful of beauty, gendering all the wealth 
Of yollow grain and roots, and all grocn things, 

Tho flowors that Bhino as if sun-rays took root, 

And shreddud stars in balmy dewy nights 
Wore broadcast sown to be tho sturs of earth : 

Blue bulls, tho sun-flower small and great, the rose, 
The crocus and nnemomo, the wild 
Convolvulus, and thousands more I love, 

And dndy scent and sou but cannot name; 

Or when tho Storm broods nud his wide wings glower 
O’er all the vast expanse of level luud, 

Which cowers, grows darker, flatter undor the black 
Terror of dread thunder-quiveriug pinions, 
Death-stricken by the wdd far-flashing fire, 

Arm d with sw ift death and BplendourB from his eye, 
And by the voice of him which breaks like seas 
That riso to mnko a universal wreck, 

And bellow ruin, deafoning remotest stars, 

Then fails afar on tho shrinking, shuddering air, 

Dying in murmurs of loud discontent 
And anger, liko a world muttering pain, 

Amid the blazing agonies of collapse, 
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And milking kimlred planets blink with fear; 

Or in (he clear bright dayB of Autumn’s glow, 

The gracious bracing time, spirit and balm 
In every breath and breeze, when even tho blast 
Has ptmio soft touch of Rweotness, and every puls* 
Clows with a thrill of rapture, and 'to live 
Is joy ; its superb suiiBet pageantries, 

W hen large and yellow suns go down aflame 
'Mid tapestries immense of purple clouds. 

And continents of vapour, their vast hearts 
On tiro; tho russet purple and silver rise 
Of suns which grow all gold within an hour, 
Wide-gleaming, Bplcndid, indescribable, 

In spring time, or in harvest when the sens 
Of golden grain slime like the golden fleece, 

Or in mid winter, all tho sky clear, glad, 

The purple-hollowed crust of wide white plain, 

O’er which and thwart the trail of dazzling light, 
Tho powder’d snow, in forms fantastic, skips 
To music of the northoro blast, and skims 
Away and never turns in that wild waltz, 

Not for a thousand miles; tho sluggard then, 

With feet on stove and pipe in mouth, liis blood 
llakos, w'ulo tho man whoso blood is pure and rich, 
Flesh and muscle and nerve and heart in tune 
With the clear spirit that bears up Iub life. 

Revels in stimulating airs, and drinks 
Tho cold pure ether, stirring high the heart 
Like wino. Clad in thick furs, ho drives or walks, 
And, fooling exaltation, gathers power. 

In early winter comes a day all sun. 
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Whilo every shrub is thick with silver frost. 

The air, liko choicest champagne, thrills your veins. 
No placo so (it to watch thu wheeling stars, 

And see tho northern lights illume the dark. 

The soft night's solemn stillness tills with awe 
Tho fragrant air, tho soul with other worlds; 

And tho' no trees can tompt the pensive moon' 

To tarry o'er their tops, her course she holds 
In thu wide silunco of a praino night 
'Mid stars that seem to pucr more close to earth, 
And all as sweetly lures to contemplation, 

And tills with passions calm, yet fiery strong, 

A feeling weird unuttorably deep, 

As wliou on Latinos down she came to kiss 
Endymion's lips, her lovely fingors whito 
Within Iris locks of lavish gold, thu while his breath 
Glow'd fust and warm upon her pale-flushed cheek, 
And set hor lips aflame ; ur when she charm’d 
Orion ore on Moropj ho gazed, 

Or thou exultantly to Delos hore 
| His mighty beauty for secure retreat. 

In vain 1 Her jealous arrows found him there. 

“Speak not of him," sho said, “I saw him lie 
Tho mourning billows breaking at his feet, 

A hundred shafts swift rooted in his breast; his faee 
I’ale, tortured ; while cold Dian {taler moved, 

With tranquil triumph smiling, as my team 
Made the raw ether bum like my brow.” 
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Sho sigh'd, a sigh of recollected jmin, 

And (mid: “ I’ll play tho gadding gossip for 
Your sake to-day. Seo where tho iron horso 
Pants, puffs out smoko and snorts and crios and bean 
Long trains thro' wlint was wilderness a year 
Ago; flinging his smoko aloft ho inakos 
A pausing cloud. Upon thoso plains imtnenso 
Whoro horo nnd thoro tho signs of man at work 
Arc Bucn, it is but yoBtcrday tho rod 
Man, tho poor snvago chased tho huflalo. 

I’vo seen him in his prime and his decay; 

But save tho wild ox nnd his pursuers 
ThiB land has been a solitude sinco it 
Was heaved up from the sea. For centuries 1— 

Oh! yes, for thousands, thoso bright lnkes liavo shone 
Unmnrk'd; the wild ducks lived upon their breasts 
Nor feared tho fowlor's shot; tho roses bloomed ; 

The gopher dug his hole and stood erect, 

And ran and lived his lonely graceful lifo, 

And played among «-.o grassos nnd tho flowers; 

The ground-lark sang; the prairie hen and plover 
Their broodB unharmed reared; the antelopo 
At times a prize to tho Indian’s nrrow fell; 

Tho wolf at all hours prowled in search of prey; 

But not a trace of man, save when tho chaso 
Brought savage hunters from the river’s mnrge, 

The beautiful wooded valos of the Qu’Appelle, 
Saskatchewan, and streams subsidiary. 

The Indian’s doom should touch your heart. I've seen 
Tpyes disappear beforo. But kindness 
On dying races, as on dying men 
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Should wait, and Canada may well ho proud, 

And England, ton, of that just spirit which 
Has ruled her councils; those nro things tho god» 
Do not forget.” 

“ IM fear,” I suul, “ this scat 
To hold in winter when wide snow shrouds all 
Tho vasty plain, lint onoo more 1 , that’s the time 
To watch from earth your car speed on. Tho snow 
In wind-made waves lies like a frozen sea, ' 

And in their myriad hollows shadows east, 

Their clear-cut million-faceted hacks aglonin, 
Light-darting, radiant in thy rosy smile; 

Tho heaven a dappl’d glory. Soon the rim 
Of burning gold with radiating spears 
Poops up, tlion slowly sails in yellow seas 
Of light, the full orb’d splendour whonco 
There runs across the white empurpled bc» 

Like lire, to tho entranced gazer’s feet, 

A lano of silver fire, and all the plain 
Compact of tiniest crystals flames with gems; 
Diamonds and chrysolites bespangling lilazo; 

Tho frosty heavens high-up, gold fretted, blue, 

Save where some pearly clouds may westward rest. 
Which half an hour before were crimson round 
Your wheels. The air tho pulses stirs like fire 
And life’s a joy!” 

She smiled and said: —“ Yes, cold 
No doubt for mortal brow, tho swift sharp air 
Which up here whistles on my wintcry way. 

I l«ve myBclf to gaze upon those plains 
When bright auroraborealian tints 
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Go flushing flnmo-wiso o’er tlioir snowy waves, 

More gorgeous in tlioir bright commingling huoa 
Thun cunningost mystery of colours quaint 
Ill old cathedral windows, shudding gloried light 
Thro’ pillar'd silent nislus. But lo ! the sun 
Comes on apace. VVu must not further iiauso." 

* 

The reins she shook, which dish’d like lightning bands. 
And forward rushed those coursers wild, and wheels 
Of fire, and soon the snowy peaks of lulls 
Ko high, our horsos airy feet might well 
Have touch'd tho topmost, were ompurpled. ( ones 
W Inch rose at frequent intervals, grow pmk 
\nd red, white clefts and chasms fathom-deop 
Gloomed dark and dreadful Tho eagle was awake 
And wheel'd with sail-broad pinions strung, in search 
Of quarry; hack and wings to us Beam'd liko 
Gilt bronzo of antique armour worn by knights 
Of old, on which dames out the light of tiro 
In some baronial hall hung round with casques, 

And breast-plates, shields, and shirts of mail and spears 
Transverse ; tho founder of the house he glowers 
Above the hearth huge as cathedral door. 

The eagle’s shadow on the white peak’s Eide 
Was as tho sliado of sumo long-pointed cloud 
When winds are veering. 

• Now tho Fraser gleam'd 

Below, its benches white w ith apple troes 
In bloom. 'Neath one an Indian stood, in hand 
A tom-tom rude, on which he beat, tho while 
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Ho sang in sad tones looking towards the sea. 

The children of his triho iinpnsBivo sat 

And smoked their deep-howl’d long-stemmed pipes. 

With spread wings for ever 
Time’s caglo careers, 

His quarry old nations, 

His prey the young years; 

Into monuments brazen 
He Btrikes his fierce claw, 

And races are only 
A sop for his maw. 

The rod sun is rising 
Behind the dark pines, 

And the mountains are marked out 
In saffron lines, 

The palo moon still lingers, 

But juist is her hour 
Over mountain and rivor 
Her silver to shower. 

As yon moon disapper reth, 

Wo pass and are past; 

The pale foco o’er all things 
Is potent at Inst. 

He bores thro’ the mountains, 

He bridges the ford, 

He bridles steam horses 
Whero Bruin was lord, 
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Ho summons tho river 
Her wealth to unfold, 

From flint and from granits 
Ho cruslios tl’ gold. 

Thoso valleys of silenco 
Will soon bo alive 
• With huxters who chafTor, 
Prospectors who strivo, 

And tho Iioubo of tho palo fact 
Will poor from tho crest 
Of tho cliff, where tho eagle 
To-day builds his nest. 

The Rod Skin he marrod not 
\\ lute fall on wild rill, 

But to-morrow those waters 
Will turn a mill; 

And tho streamlet which flashes 
Like n young Bquuw's dark eye, 
Will be black with foul refuse, 

Or may bo run dry. 

From tho sea whore the Father 
Of waters is lost, 

To tho sea where all Summer 
The ico-borg is tost, 

The white hordes will swarm 
And tho white man will swoy, 
And tho smoke of his engine 
Make swarthy the day. 
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Round tho mound of a brother 
In Badnoss wo pace, 

How much sadder to stand 
At tho grove of n race ! 

But tho good Spirit knows 
What for nil is tho best, 

And which should bo chosen 
Tho strife or tho rest. 

As for mo, I’m time-weary, 

I await my release, 

Give to others tho struggle, 

Grant me but tho peace, 

And what peace like the ponce 
Which Death offers tho brave! 
What rest like tho rest 
Which wo find in tho grave? 

For tho doom of tho hunter 
There is no reprieve; 

And for me, ’mid strange customs, 
"Tis bitter to live. 

Our part has boon playod 
Let the white man play his; 
Then he too disappears, 

And goes down tho abyss. 

Yes ! Time’s eagle will prey 
On tho Palo Face at last, 

And his doom like our own 
Is to pass and be past. 
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Hu closed exultantly, in contrast strango 
To mien and tone with which ho had bogun. 

The grandeur, gloom, and dread sublimity 
Of this great river was soon left behind. 

Wn passed o'er lucid streams whose sandB are gold; 
Inlet's and gulfs whose bcality man con no’or 
Destroy; forests of mighty troea whose ago 
You couut by tuns of cunturios, and now 
lluHecting many a shape'-outlines too fair 
For gross embodiment in flesh—young form* 

Of tender beauty, robed in hues of heaven, 
Attendant, on that glory-scattering car, 

Tho rippleless ocean lay beneath us, bright; 

No wrinkle on its vast and placid brow; 

No cloud in viuw, and ns wo flew olung 
Deep voices from around tho car poured forth 
Sweet strains which o’er tho ocean rolled and died 
Ill frozen whispers 'mid the polar sens. 

“This is the Bea,”slio said, “on which a bard 
Might feel tho inspiration of your ompiro, 

And write an epic worthy of tho vneo 
Or races which hnvo built it grandly up; 

For Kelt and Saxon, each has dune his share; 

By Kelt and Saxon, must it ho maintained 
The Irish on a bund roil battle fields. 

In counsel by tho spoken word, by toil, 

Have play’d a great part in this work. 

They should have scojie to olesa their own green itle 
But shipwreck will attend their aims, unless 
They merge them in a noble loyalty 
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To tho gro .t ompiro which is thoirs no Iona 
Than othoral 1’oor wailing round old graves 
And urios for vengeance, show how doe]) all wrongs 
Will strike, and hurs wore of tho greatest: long 
Continued, cruel, cold, calamitous 
Injustice, poison’d with contempt and scorn 
Engoud'ring lmto liut heroes do not waste 
Themselves upon the past - on dead things gone; 

The present and tho futuro, there’s their field. 

Thoso isles are link'd by Fate; tho people lords, 

'Tis theirs to learn the cause of ull is ono, 

Or from thuir wrangles, flames will shoot and wrap 
Tho edifice, and in the general blazo 
Both crash in ruin. War to tho idler, war 
To all injustice, war to faction, war 
To gilt corruption, war to agitation. 

Its work once done, and love like fruitful heaven 
Spanning thoso lands, and then it will be soon 
How much of greater greatness was within 
Tho grasp of Britain than her post can show. 

Your young Dominion, by imporial works 
Worthy an ancient state, built up by one 
As yet in gristle, nobly aids the task, 

And gives largo promiso of the mightier day.” 

Tho ocean was now left behind—a breadth 
Of light. A scoro of dusky nations old 
We pass, then plunge beneath the onuulphing waves. 
A rush of waters green and white- again 
I closed my eyc3 to die, when she reach’d forth 
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Ilur hand witli tapering fingers rosy-tipped 
Ami tnuchod mu. Thun, onco in iruViysulf, I haw 
Ilur steeds, unhroath'd, draw up, and how there fliuiliod 
A middon light, o’er carven arch and door, 

And ualdu towers and pillarn glimmering fair; 

And colonnndofl stretch'd darkling far away; 

And in tho distance, vistas dim were aeon, 

Like walks enchanted made for fairy foot; 

And thuru stood Twilight like a lingering ray, 

And like a fantasy ho went, and Eos, 

A form of light, moved into shadowy halls, 

And all tho busy upper world was day. 

And I awoko and turned my steps to where, 

A mile away on the monotonous plnin, 

The hnmmurs rang on shinglo roofs, and grew 
Each hour the “city " of u fow weeks old. 




/ 


/ 
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/ 
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,A REVERIE. * 

My tlioughtti poor plummet duop 1 link. 

Hut nuvur bottom find, 

And, rudder gone and compass lout, 

Tho ipoit of every wind, 

Burvoy lliu vcilud-up law on* in vivin; 

No sun-gleam in tho day, 

And in tho night never n itnr, 

E'en could I shape my wny. 

Like wild run gulls my mind whecli on— 

A weary worthless chase, 

And sometimes folds her jaded wing. 

And rests a little space. 

No glimpse of hiuo tho clouds glints through, 
Yet comes a sunny dream ; 

A boy bonds o’or an old oak bridge 
And babbles to tho stream. 

At dusk the garden w alls ho scales, 

Himself and poe’eota fills, 

Or holds a tryst with Mary Bate 
Beside old Lambert’s Mills; 

Or in tho play ground 'mid a ring 
He fights with Charlio Brown, 

Ono dreadful moment thoie they Btand, 

Tho next and Brown is down. 
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Tho big boys lift them up und cry: 

“ Now for another round I" 

They wildly strike, tlion clone again; 
This time lie meets tlio ground. 

A third time front to front they stand, 
llrown takes him 'nenth the chin, 
But Hoon gets into chancery, 

And ho nniHt e'en give in. 

With claret, ho wo called it then, 

My sloovo shown many a ntain, 

But victor novor prouder felt 
Upon the foughtun plain. 

Tlio rivor fotdn in flowing on. 

To taato itn waves wo shrink, 

But at its source the stream in pure, 
And angoln thcro might drink; 

And pure that struam to which I fly 
From proaont thoughts appalling, 
And liquid cltar it strikos tho car, 

Liko founts on Pindus falling. 

Ah ! tlion whato’er tho world’s time, 
However dark the sky, 

Refulgent suns of youth suhlimo 
Light up tho innor eyo; 

Sweet tondor memories full of rounds 
Of homo, and fragrant days 
All glad, and dewy lawns, and hounds, 
And games, and wholosomo praise. 



A llEVUUK. 


68 


Bright morning tripn with rimy smiles 
Across thiiflu ancient pine, 

And ill lior gluoro thu white run glows, 
Two garden lakelets shine. 

My douR hound round with eager hark, 
And fain would foreo tho will, 

Thuy wag their tails and gripe the hand, 
And look townrdR yonder hill, 

Whero well thuy know a hundru 1 liarns 
Through dewy brumbies poop; 

Tho lull in gained; old (lip givuB cry; 
And puss flioH up tho stoop. 

A vigorous run. tho quarry's won, 

I rest upon the ridge, 

And watch the river roll below, 

Tho wain toil o'er tho bridgo, 

Tho village white, thu curling smoko, 
Thu old stone Hpire, the Rchool, 

Tho listening liorso, thu grazing kino, 
Tho fat gooHo in thu pool. 

And then acroRR tho fields for home, 

By hodgos frosh and green, 

Whero berries oft invite to pause, 

And wild flowers bloom between. 

80011 in that ancient antlcr’d hall 
My dogs jump nnd rejoico; 

I hoar tho maids siug at tlioir work, 

I hjar my mother's voico; 
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Sho coinoR tn know how fortune fared; 

I iso her look ho bright; 

Her goldun hair, hor Hwuot blue oyo, 

Her tiny figure blight. 

The game I show, recoivo a kiss; 

Ah ! who could drunn; the years 
Would roll and roll, until one day 
That kiBR would cause but tears? 

Above dark wuods of oak and elm, 

The plaoid moon shines clear; 

A young man in a garden bower— 

He holds his broath to hear. 

His eyes on firo. as tint’ enraged. 

Survey the twinkling stars; 

His hoart boats like some wdil thing oigel 
Against its prison bars. 

A glimjmu of muslin—flash of foot, 

And oyos—-rod lips apart 
In smiles. Ho springs his love to greet, 
Shu’s folded to his hoart. 

Ho kisses hor; ho pats hor hair; 

One long porferviil kiss: 

His life lio'd wro ik in kisses there, 

For life Ins naught liko this. 

lint. ->ho must go ~0 yes sho must- 
Another kiss and thon — 

Yui -she must go—to-morrow night, 
To-morrow in the glen 
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Thus Funny (lying through tho past 
Flits now from tint!, to this, 

Anil present woo is all forgot 
In nnforgottou Mh.r. 

On magic waves I'm borno away 
To happier shores Horuno, 

Where fountH of joy form ci play 
'Mill tiuhlH ior over greon. 

And hero at times a stronger spell 
Upon my sjurit falls, 

1 liu on hanks of Asphodel 
Ami tread Elysian halls, 

Whilo thronging round cmno shapOB of light. 
With oyeB of temper’d (ire; 

Tho Muses nine, tho Graces throo, 

Apollo with Iii'h lyre; 

And fairer forms than e’er wore feigned 
On poets powerful scroll 

And sweotur strains of rarer Bong, 

Thun e’er touch’d human soul. 

Tho world is enter’d—comes tho prose; 
Man's falsehood, woman’s wiles, 

The plot of scoundrels o'er the wine, 

Tho treachery masked in smiles. 

Tho dream is gone—tho river fades, 

Those wooded heights aro lost, 

Onco more upon a lonely sea 
A lonely bark is tost. 
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Thu depths of intinitu shndo, 

Tliu soft gruun dusk of thu glado, 

With iiury lingers thu froBt had frut, 

And dyod n myriad huo, 

Making thu foruatH tomplua of guidon aisles: 

Thu swooning roso forgot to bloom; 

In fragrant gravoB slept violots blue j 
And uarliur shook her locks of jot 
Night, with hor subtle Bhadowy wiles, 

Night, with hor starry gloom,— 

Heforo liku aims which could not But, 

Your oyuB shone clear on mine, 

Flushing the heart with foolings high, 

Touohing all life as thrills the sky, 

When over cloudy pavements thundors rumble and roll; 
Then flamed the faltering blood like wine, 

And overflowed tho soul. 

Through wintery weeks, tho sun above 
Oceanod in blue, the frost below; 

Through blustry hours, when fiorcoly drove 
Winds rnzor-ormod tho drifting snow, 

And pooled the face and pinchod the ear. 

And hurled tho avalancho of fear 
From roof-tops on the mufflored crowd; 

The air one blinding cloud; 

Through many a brisk and bracing day,' 
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Tho sky wido summer us in dunu, 

Tliu joyous sloiglibulls ringing tuno 
Moro Withe tlnui might musicians piny; 

Thu (iuru Know gloaming whitu; 

Men's uyus fultillod of linur light, 

Of iinur tints thu wuniun’s hair; 

Thuir chuuks aglow, and full and pink; 

Tho skaturs swuupiug through thu rink, 

Liko swallows through thu air: 

Wu tnlkud, anil walkud, and laughud and droamed, 
And now snnw-wronths, auroral rays, 

Thu winter moon, day's blinding blaze, 

Tho murry hulls, tho skators' graco 
llocall thy laugh, rouall thy faco, 

As dazzling as it curliest honmed ! 

Love stirred in tho frozen hrauohos, 

And straight tho world wiih crown’d with greon, 

And ns a shipwright his trim craft launchos, 

Each hud put forth in a night its might, 

And the trous stood proud in siiiumur sheen, 

Tlioir folingo denso, a grateful screen 
'Gainst tho hold bright boat and tho full fiurco light. 
Liko cathedral windows tho gardens glowed, 

Mirrors of light tho broad lnkos gleamed, 

His cunning in song tho robin showod, 

And tho shoro-lark swung on a branch and dreamed; 
And boats were gliding, lovor-ladon, 

Over lnkos and stroams that will yot bo known, 

Tho boy in flannel, tho blooming maiden 
In muslin white with a ribbon zono. 
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Thu chestnuts full. Fniiii their (lull groun sheaths 
W'illi satin-white linings, thit nuts burst fruu; 
Ami iih Hiiii-ilmvii u.umt, bright hazy wreaths 
Thu spirit of ovu hung from truu to truu. 

Thu wuukH rolloil on, the limit grouu Holds 
llouitnu billowy breadths of goldun grain, 

Ami nil roots nml fruits the kind earth yiulds 
Wuru piled on thu hilmuring wain - 
Hut you wuru hy thu cliff humid whitc-crustud sou, 
And 1 wliuru thu delicate pink of thu prniriu rosu 
Amid rich uonrsu grasHus hides, 

Wliuru thu HiniHut's n hoiHturous pngunntry, 

And thu mornings thu tundorust tints disclose, 
Wliuru fur from thu sliudu nml sliultur of wood, 
Thu prniriu hen runrs her spook led brood, 

And the prniriu wolf nhidus, 

And lonuly memory sunrehing through 
Found no such stnrs in the orb'ud post, 

As the ghid first grouting 'twist mo and you, 

And the sad, mad mooting which wus our last. 
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TO “ BA Y Ml.” 

Lacking u gnml throu years of sevon, 
Sunny-hairuil boy with eyes of heavon. 

With ovorliuiting rij>p!o of lauglitor; 

As yot no touch of worldly leaven 
In thy frank soul. Oh ! how you capture 
All hearts, and drown in present joy 
The caros which eoinu from before and after, 
Sunny-hairoil, blue-eyed, happy boy! 

Running, jumping, never at rest, 

Now using one toy, now abusing another, 
Caning your duaruBt friends in jest, 

Ruling father and sister and mother, 

And bowing all wills to your high behest— 

I could watch your movements all day long; 
Whether you laugh or whether you cry, 
Like a bird or a rill you enchain tho oyo, 
And you fill tho heart liko a burst of song. 

As pageants held in ruined towers 
Will make the sad placo glad once moro, 

As laughing wavos on wreck-strewn shore, 

As summer sunshine after Bhuwers, 

You brighten up tho wosry heart, 

And charm with sweet unconscious wiles, 

Bo that the tears which still will start, 

Boforo thoy fall are lost in smiles, 

And you aro folded to my breast, 
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And patted and caressed; 

My hand runs through your guidon hair, 
Tiio world in houii in luioa of lovo, 

Thoro'n not a oloml in heaven above, 

And all tho earth is fair ! 

Scorn and hato -each ovil passion file* 
Before tho buuuty of your sinloss oyos 

You—best of preachers I have seen I 
You ntual into tho heart, bid flow 
Tho driod up stroums of long ago, 

Tho farthest shores of memory glow 
With fragrant flowera and tempering groen. 
So that this truth I more diBcorn, 

If moral beauty wo would wod, 

We must, as tho Great Master said, 

Of littlo childrou learn. 

Ottawa, April 17th, 1884. 
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CHRISTMAS DAY AT OTTAWA. 

(COMPOSED WHILE LOOKINO AT THE (’llAlHIlkllE FAILS FROM 
T1IE PAVILION (IN PARLIAMENT IlILL.) 

Tho broad snowy landscape, liluo sky over-bonding, 

The ri”er closed up, but tho course of its trending 
Apparent through woodland and mountain all bare; 

And glazing and gilding, and buttreBB and building, 

And towor and turret, a-gloam in the glare 
Of a sun, of a brightness complete and unyielding, 

And Hull like a camp, and tho lumber like war tents; 

Thu roar of tho Chaudieru —tho Hinoku of its torments 
Flung high in tho clear frosty air, liku the breath 
Of Bomo monster Titanic, in torture of doath. 

And tho sleigh bells aro singing, and jingling, are flinging 
Their music of gladness through rosonant air, 

And folk, drest *n fete , wend whore church bolls aro ringing, 
And man kneels to heaven and proffers his prayor; 

Whoro through archea of green the (loop organ-note rolls, 

And tho cross is bedeck’d with tho spoil of the trees, 

And legends of morcy, from fanciful scrolls, 

Broathe liopo to tho sin-laden crowd on its knees 
But tho sun’s a shokinah, tho white snow an altar, 

And whoso faith, ’mid such scone, on this day, dares to falter 1 
Trade's bustle is hushed, and great Nature oalls 
The soul to its God by tho voice of those falls. 
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Anil those waters which howl o'or the bleak rocks forovor, 
Now slow to tho sea 'nciith tiiu ice Bilont roll, 

Like some lifo full of purpose, but shrouded endonvuur, 

That Bpurns ncclaun, yet wins on to the goal; 

Like God’s life in Christ- can tho mind thoro find rost 1 
A manger, a maiden, a babe newly born I— 

Can that tiny hand which soft presses tho bronst, 

He his who ruloB oceans and reins in tho storm ? 

His the hand who lut looso those wild wnves in their might, 
And softened their terror with sweet rainbow light? 

Do not fear—have but faith—and haik ! how ho calls 
The soul to his soul thro' the sound of those falls. 

0 Fnthor and source of whatever iB fair! 

Fill my soul with such strongth ns to nature belongs. 

The cataract's force as it leaps from its lair, 

Tho sweetness of Summer and Summer birds' songs; 

A w ill like a law to no passion e'er bending, ^ 

A heart that responds but to noblo desires, - 

And thoughts wing'd with light’ning of Heaven’s own lending, 
And n fancy illumin'd w'ith Heaven's own fires. 

On this bright Xmas Dny, which annihilates care, 

In Christ’s narno 1 offer this confident prayer, 

And, with heart that nor future nor prosent appals, 

Thy blessing I hear in the boom of those fulls. 
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The oold, cruol gods who for ovor 

Sway mon'a dustinioB, doomed wo idinuld moot. 

The cold, cruol gods !—who now suvor 

Two wild hciiiU which bound hut t.o greet; 

And then hound us the lark from his low hod. 

And Bing as ho sings when on high, 

Whon tho sun o'er tho earth hath his glow shod. 

And his splendour is broad in tho sky. 

The flush of thy chock wub as morning, 

As lior star, tho swoot light in thino eyes. 

To a heart wrapt in darkness deforming, 

And toBt in a tempest of sighs; 

And I droamod in a sloop, sweet to sadncRS, 

As thy red lips in fancy I prost, 

That that heart should heat high with noon’s gladness. 
And should bask in the beams of tho west. 

But lo ! oro tho day-spring iR dewless, 

Ere tho shrill lark’s loud matin is o’er, 

I look for thy form, but ’tis viowloss, 

For thy voice, hut I hoar it no more; 

And Night with the boom of hor beetles, 

Dethrones Day with tho songs of hor birds, 

Thoro are death knells from shadowy steeples, 

And wailings too wild for all words; 
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And I roam liko some soul banned from blowing, 
Amid scenes whore joy’s oup usod o’or-brim, 
And bcmocked of a phantom caroBsing, 

And tho ghost of a conjugal hymn; 

Thoru’s a night in my heart past fate’s scorning, 
Since above it no morrow shall rise, 

For tho flush of thy cheek was my morning, 

My day star, tho light in thine eyos. 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

(wbittrn at Winnipeg, per , 1879, on heading a lkttbb 

IN WHICH THE WKITKH HAI1>: “ Kill DKNKR IMMKH 
AN DICH.*’) 

flood night! rest craves this wearied brain. 

And rest theso eyes of mine; 

Gut lo 1 they're wide awake again, 

And looking into thino. 

Thy glance sinoore my fancy takes, 

And every sense it thrills. 

And o'er my heart thy calm smile breaks, 

Like morning o'er tho hills. 

The wintry night, a summer light. 

At thy approach doth show, 

The raptured stars shine yet more bright, 

More pure those banks of snow. 

O little room! O shabby room! 

That'st heard my sacred vow. 

In splendours veil thy dingy gloom. 

She's thinking of me now! 

I know it! By yon stars which roll 
Bright sister lamps apart! 

The soul may strike thro’ space to soul; 

Heart telephone to heart 
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O happy pain! Conflicting fato! 

To lovo wlmt's all divino, 

And yot to have no offering groat, 

To lay ujmui liur shrine. 

Away such thoughts! 'tis vain to grieve 
At smallncRs of iny store. 

For had I umpire's dower to give, 

I still would give thoo more. 

And had I more than umpire’s dower, 

Still more I’d fain bestow, 

Great Jove might lond mo all his power, 

Yet my demands would grow. 

Beyond the verge of mortal bounds 
My heart's desires ojqiand, 

Far—far - through wide eternal rounds. 

I’d lead thee by the hand. 

But that my bliss thy bliss could mar. 

Did God this hour mo show, 

I'd face cold ways which know no star, 

I’d dry my toars and go. 

For may my years stand all accurst. 

My flag fall in the strife, 
don’t rate thy peace as firsts 
And lovo thee more than life. 

Good night! thou'rt hore—my heart throbs vouch; 
Thy hoart too suro must leap; 

8 weet! bond thee o’er my wintry couch. 

An! k'm t’«» e/n ti deep. 
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A SONG. 

April, September, 

December, July, 

Th» year’s love who'll remember, 
When next yoar’B sun is high ? 
But some hearts don’t faltor 
As passing suns set, 

And tho’ thou’lt surely alter 
I’ll cling to thee yet. 

0 swoot! how sweet we should have mot 1 
0 sweet! how sad I can’t forgot. 


My vow I have broken 
This heart thus lot froo, 

And tho passion outspoken 
I cherish for thee. 

Ah ! my years may grow dreary 
And darker than jet, 

And this soul still more weary 
But I'll think of thee yet. 

O sweet! how sweet we should have met I 
0 sweet 1 how sad I can’t forget! 


A SONG. 


Tho courngo in shaken 
Tlmt bowed to no bloat, 

And tiino bos o’ertakon 
My spirit At last. 

But autumn may mollow, 

Tho branch become acre, 

Tho wintur winds hollow 
But tliou'lt still bo dear. 

O sweat! how sweet wo should have mot I 
O sweot! how sod I can’t forgot I 





I 
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BY THE SEA—A DREAM. 

Where tho wild son rolls up the sultry wind, 
Motliuught wo met; 

I marked tho movomonts of tho billows grand, 
And eyos of jot. 

On days of calm upon its placid breast, 

Watch’d tho sunlight: 

And thon my glanco upon thy face would rest, 
More calm, more bright. 

When rose tho moon above tho slumberous sea, 

I gazod, tho while 

Her swoot light rain'd enclmntmont, then on thee 
I look’d; thy smile 

Was sweetor than those magic beams; my breath 
Bocatno a sigh. 

Ah 1 if in Buch an hour Bhould come dread death, 
’Twero swoet to dio! 

And thon again, heart-glad, my laugh would brook 
As stirr’d by wine, 

Or joyful news, to know that I could take 
Thy hand in mine, 

And feel I was not all unprized by thee, 

To whom my soul 

Turn’d strong, os turns tho full stream to tho sea, 
The neudlo to the pole. 
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A FEW BRIEF HOURS—HOW QUICK 
THEY FLY. 

A fow brief houra—how quick thoy fly— 

Our lurks together bore. 

Away! black clouds bogrimo the sky, 

Go seek the Bufer shore. 

For round iny boat will billows foam, 

\head will breakers roll. 

Away! who fain with nte would roam 
Must bear no shrinking soul. 

( do not blame —I don’t complain, 

You should lie eloso and warm, 

For me, I love the hurricano, 

Am kindrod with the storm. 

Because my star’s obscurod from viow, 

Doubt GUs your faltering breast; 

But my heart’s noodlo still points true; 

To God I leave tho rest. 

Her sail fades o’er the whitening ware, 

She sights her bowers of ease, 

But round me soon will storms rave, 

And rise great angry seas. 
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A FEW BRIEF HOURS. 


Tho thunders crash —tho lightnings flare— 
The wild surge sweeps ouch mast— 

But tho' my keel should plough tho air, 

I’ll gain tho goal at last. 

Away ! who lovos may follow mo. 

Hark tu tho canvas strain I 
Away I to win tho argosy 
That plow s the distant main I 
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A STAB. 

A star— a star upon the soa, 

A star so far so cold to mo. 

A star on snowy landscape bold, 

V star more near, a star less cold. 

What could it mean that star for mo 
That once I saw down by the sea 1 

Wluit may it bodo that Btar so bright, 
That glimmers 'cross the crusty white 1 
I cannot tell: I only know, 

It sweetly shmoB across the snow. 

It may be but a passing gleam 
Upon my life’s sad-flowing stream; 

It may bu Destiny's own glow 
That beckons me across the snow. 

I do not know.. I only feel 
Its influence thro' my bosom steal, 

And, as by magic, o’er mo throw 
A sense of Summer spite of snow. 


i=2~£=£ 
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FLOWERS. 

Sweeter than flowers, tenderer than dawns of June 
Bedewed, is young and lovely womanhood, 

Whon in her bosom vibratos ovory good, 

And pity, truth and virtuo make one porfect tune. 

As pure as theso I hoped that life would be, 

But like a dream tho fond hope disappears, 

A glimmering ghost down vistas of dark years. 
And heart bereaved I fly from thought to thee. 
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NUMBERS. 

A few word* all Burchargod with deepest heart— 

And all the fun and frolic die away. 

I read your letters—all thoir charming play 
Of wit but cauBOs bitter toars to start. 

Talk not of numbers—these are counted o'or, 

And bear proportion. In my reckoning now 
Is none like theo. From chin to dark-crown’d brow, 
Thy face—love's camoo carvod in memory’s core. 

Thy liquid laughter haunts like old world song, 

And thro’ my all too darkonod days thy smiles. 

Like sudden Buubeams in old dusky aisles, 

Dispelling gloom, dispersing thoughts of wrong. 

And come what may—you first and last must be; 

The star that lingers when tho rest have set; 

A light of joy I never can forgot; 

A power that sways around mo like the sea. 
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RECONCILED. 

O God! To huo thoo weep 
And daro not kiss 

Tho tour, tlio bursting tear away. 

My lovo ! my life! my soul! 

My highest bliss 

Wero near thoo over nioro to stay, 

To Btdjj' for ever more. 

But now a gulf yawns wide 
Botwopn us two; 

Tho sun is gone, nor star 
Illumes tho dark ; my peaco 
Is gono, and you 

Stand yondor—sad and cold and far— 

Fnr, far'for ovor more. 

But lift thy drooping lids 
And light tho dark 

Expanse ; but smilo though sad twill bridge 
Tho gulf with joy, and speak 
Ono word !~tho lark 

Sings on tho gleaming ridge 
Of dawn t ’Tis night no more. 
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FAREWELL. 

All the sorest pangs that ever 
Preyed within my bosom's coll, 

Were an nothing to the Borrow 
Of our lii'Ht and last farewell 

Hope was strong; hut hope is blighted ; 

Her once bright eyes dimm’d with tears 
And the shadow of her sorrow 
Darkens o’er the coming years. 

For tho’ lighter loves have loiter'd 
Round tho portal—by tho wall— 

Thine alone hath over enter'd 
In tho holiest of all. 

No rapt devotee adoring 
At some saint's uscotie shrine, 

Needs to cherish feelings holier 
Than for theo were ever mine; 

And perhaps here is the secrot 
That the spell has been so strong, 

That you first woke noblo feelings 
That had idept too sound and long, 
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KAUEWEU. 


And thus taught thu Bnul to lnton 
Glad, (or graver tonua and swuet, 

Tlmn thu wanton Oirconn dirguB 

Wild, that bwuM down passion ’r b trout; 

And a dawn of noblur doing 
llose bofqro thu jndud oyus, 

And a star of purur ]iroiniBO 
Sparkled in Ruronur akiuB; 

And the long long hiddon fountains, 

Of a noble boyhood's dreams, 

Broke their aubtorrunoun fetters, 

Filled the doaort heart with Rtrenms. 

Ah iny God I what ground for marvel, 

If hulief grew strong each hour, 

That you came ns Bont by heaven, 

To givo thought and lifo now power 7 

But the' past the hope of winning 
Constant strength from conBtancy, 

Tet will, in the henrt’R sad gloaming, 

Live refracted rayB of theo. 

Aye, and tho’ I tako as final, 

This our fatal last farewell, 

Thoughts now sweet, now sad, will quicken, 
Feelings deep and tender swoll, 

When the wilful memory wanders 
Wild, os wander oft she will, 

Ghosts of hopes from burial calling, 

Hopes that you alone could kill. 



FAREWELL. 


J)ut farewell t my hoart in breaking, 
Lovu, ruBolvu may render Iosb, 

But tlmt morning (lawns in darkness, 

I released from tundurnusH. 

So farnwoll! tho | oor hoart lingers 
Near her dead—hangs o’or tho bier: 
Draw hur thence; let go the funeral; 
Shu ib but a hinduraneu liere.” 

And tho dead from sight, is buried; 

Whips crack loud ; men go thoir ways; 
But tho mourner, in her chamber, 

Weeps alono tho weary days. 
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SINCE FIRST O'Eli ALlll'M VERSE / 
GROANED, 

Since first o'er Allium veined grilenud, 

Wlmt years linvu (iiissud mu by 1 

'Twns lmrd to think the f»irl who owned 
That foolish book could die. 

But strange to say tlmt dio shu did ; 

No fish escapes death’s hook ; 

Ana sti anger still, her memory slid 
Quite out of moinory's book. 

And tho' I love you very much, 

And mine is lovo in sooth, 

Ne’er credit mu, my lovo is such 
Ab will dofy Time's tooth. 

To ploase thee, I’d rosign my breath- 
Or more — I'd write a rhyme; 

But tho’ my lovo iB strong m Death, 

It ia not strong as Time. 


X- 


i 


TilK LANDLADY'S DAUOUTKU, 


THE LANDLADY'^ DAUUUTKR 

< 'thur pouts meet 
Tliuir mistress in a garden, 

Watering Imppy Unworn, 

Drost liko Dully Vardon ; 

Mn io'h n happiur fnto, 

Makes every hour an tender, 

Kor .loiiliio cleans thu grute 
Ami toilets up tlio fender. 

(), my anguish dirt*, 

I’m sadder than Lord Lovell, 

When 1 sue her coax thu fire, 

And cuddle the old shovel; 

My heart is full of wrongs, 

That I nuvor spoke her, 

I’m jealous of thu tongs, 

I hate that rakish poker. 

O, what joyH must rest, 

Whoro this hand would falter ! 

Blest rose upon her breast, 

Thrice bleBt the buadod halter 
I would bo that rose, 

And tho’ dry as ruslios, 

My sap should gather power, 

My loaves bloom back her blushes; 
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And eke tlmt headed chain, 

(loils ! huw each himd would ijuivor, 
When love hIioI, through u voin, 

Like sunlight through a river' 

Ilor mother ruled the. house, 

And lotted luuidl and shabby, 

Slut uimlu me play the iuouho, 

While hIiu played I,lie old tubby 
Never oneo a tasty dish. 

But all tlungs one would tire on, 
tsho gave me aneient I sh, 

And hcef ateak haul as iron 

Oneo 1 grew ipiito red, 

TIi’ mitniiehed hoof ft oak brought her. 
She lout, her handsome head : 

“ ’Twas purchased hy my daughter.’ 

1 just touehed .lonmo's slender 
WaM, and said: “Knotigh, 

But nevoi aught so tender 
I’ureliased might, so tough." 


-X- 


i 



Al'Cil'STA, 
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A i'i:/:-;rA. 

" o lift, how lil,Mu' in y laughter rung, 

.tin) 3 '.hi i - H /hi uil lurlli in nginiklui.' liillowH, 

Ami through tlm (R'lirli mid cur,'tin Hung, 

And IIuhIii'iI In iiculh your cyclid'i' willows. 

I wind, min (In' iiij;! t, rncli ntiir 

Wiik bright nn wiiun it glowed mi Adum; 

I struck it iii ili li - Id. my cigar, 

And kin) . "S i, mi, I’ll llirt with Madam.’ 

Alld llil't wt dill, lint' did I fear 
Thu witchery nf tlm-.,' ghmc'tig eyes, 

Would darken all I tliu.i liuid dour, 

Maku light .dl tilings [ ought to pnxc; 

.My pulse wan Iii^Ii, iny heart won gay. 

My put pose strung 'gamut all fide hurled ; 

Hut now, old hope* no longer iituy, 

And von t'oul 1 lure mu round tliu world. 


X 
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TO KINKOMKTTA THE QUA l)HO(h\ 

<) Tinkomuttn- fair (pindroon. 

Sunn, hiiiiii, I leave your wilds of snow, 

Your prattling ways I'll lose too hooji, 

Tltun take my blunting uru 1 go. 

Four bloods within your lining meet, 

Four intluoneus lilutul, 

Tito English giro tliuir red rose swout, 

Thu Scotch thuir thistle lend: 

In beauty and in strength array'd 
Its motto- how express it? 

Miming a word 'twill unit a maid: 

A'cwo me Im'rwit 

Wit's Hparklu, all that'a linked with grace, 

The Hound of nong and dnnee, 

From many u trullised viny place— 

Thuno are thu gifts of Franco. 

Thy Indian blood should riches bring 
From prairie and from brake, 

The forent glade, the caglu'n wing, 

The lonely glimmering lake: 

Thu white falls startling solitudo, 

Long months of winter's reign, 

The sun-god m his morning mood, 

Or sotting thwart the plain. 



Tl> KINKUMKTTA THE yUADllOON. 
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Thus whutmiu'or'ii ruiimntio—wild— 

Ik linkud with culture high ; 

You'i'u now n lancinating child, 

A woiimn by-iind-byo ; 

And if you'll tuko a ImriVn advice, 

You'll watch o'er all you fool, 

And guard your hoart— that pearl of price-- 
hunt hoiiiu hoy nhould it steal; 

For tho' mythology in grey, 

And (irociau godn riao never, 

Yot truat mo, lovo ia lovo to-day, 

And Cupid's H|iry as over. 

Four hloodH within your huing moot, 

Four induuncoH blond, 

May ovory grace your young lifo groet, 
1’eaco crown its lmppy end. 





100 


ALBUM VERSES. 


VALENTINE 

A Flora’H head ; from uyoa a ahnwur 
Of aturlight over face and tiguro, 

And in the mouth uhumhu of power, 

And in the Htop a note of vigour. 

Hair, blacker than tbo murkieat night ; 

No padn, no fri/. ’ynx- -yes may Mean it; 

Thu foruhuad, a pieeu of lunar light, 

Cut hy an archway on white granite 

Thu column'd nock hut I muHt puuau; 

My BoriHUH reel what if 1 Iohu 'em f 

Old Hogarth'H lino hwucI beauty’a lawn 
Arc folded in that ample boaom. 

A form—no angera- rather hera 
Who camo with Neptuno’M aunny apray lit, 

Wu’d awoar, or elau my judgmuut urra, 

If you had wiuga to tly away with 

Wo mot, once in the buay atreet, 

And unco when dancing ruled the Neaaon; 

IfV did not dance - hut yet your foot 
lloru me along in upito of roamm. 

And ao I ait 10 -day and weave 
Thin little wreath of carehiaa rhyming, 

And half I joy, and half I griuvo, 

To know my name a beyond divining. 



VALENTINE. 
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Ah (mi; might sing to hoiuo swoot Rtar 
Upon tlio young night’s foruhoud glowing, 
I sing to you, so near—so far — • 

Hold on your rudinnt course unknowing. 
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to M/tS. COlUlK'TT. 

Ill othor days when love wur king, 

Betimes 1 learned to won, 

And wIioho asked mu tliun to Ring, 

Could lmvu ii Htavo or two. 

But now my Muro in lumpish grown. 

And laughs ut Cupid's token, 

And my poor heart- 'Ur but a Rtone, 

So hard--though often brokuu. 

Thus aR 1 pondered deep to-day, 

And for invention punted, 

My Muro grew bright an any fay, 

Enchanting and enchanted ! 

And from her lipn Riioh music stole, 

As nuvur on this orb yet 
Was hoard, I cried : “ My Muro I my soul!" 
My Muse! 'Twur Mrs. Corbett. 





TO 0 
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TO 0 - 

Of Indio* guy, in versus brief, 

I'vo Bung and tn'on the onrly roao, 

And iiiikod of every dewy luaf, 

What could itn tuudur tint# difiuloao 
More fair than those wiiicli, ruby bright, 

(■lowed on young diuulri, now rod now fainter, 
Until thoy niorgod in lily white, 

Which Hhnniutl the Know, dofiud the painter. 

But whon I fain would King of thoo, 

In vain my midnight lamp I burn, 

Nor rosu, nor wild anoinono 
Will *orvo my dainty Muse's turn; 

Sho aproadfi lmr airy wings afar, 

And hathuu in stellar dow* hor Croat, 

And then you glow that lovolioat atar 
Which diamonds young Aurora’# broaat. 
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A PHOTOGRAPH. 

A photograph adorns my i ooni 
Two swout young fuooa thore, 

Tlmnk Oml, no tyrant speaks my doom— 
To say which is more fair— 

The ovoning star iB swout to boo, 

The morning star is bright, 

But whut conclave could o'or agroe 
Whioh gives tlio purer light 1 





1 ASKEp KWEET LOVE. 


/ ASKED .S 'WKET LOVE. 

I asked aweut love, 

Where wo should moot, 

And grout, 

Socuro from slips ? 

Ou oartli bonoath, in heaven ahovo 1 
Ho answer'd quick with quivering wings, 
That perfumed zephyrs atirr’d around, 
All crisp witli spray from Bpringa 
Of tuara, 

Deep laid in rapturu's heart profound, 
Long gathorod in immemorial years:— 
“ Wo’il meet, sir, on your lady’s lips.” 





( IOC ) 


THE YOUNG ItlifJiE. 

Wo tliroo talk'd of hor yosturday; 

IIoi- father mul hor motlior, 

And ho wlu> writoH thin littlu lny, 

In lioiirt a kind of brother. 

Hor gontlo boauty, art had placed 
Upon tho rtholf boforo ns, 

And all tho gifts hor soul that graced, 
Like summer lights play'd o'er us. 

Wo thought, wo paw her there the while, 
Recall'd each playful saying, 

Tho archness in the mouth 'h snoot stnilo, 
Tho humour round it playing; 

Tho univotsal love that met 

llor kind heart outward going, 

The cheerfulness which never set, 

Tho charity ever-flowing 

How many a time while mimic roll'd. 

And twang'd tho saucy flddlo, 

Wo two Hat on thu stair, and told 
A story or a riddlo; 

Or laughed - no scornful laugh—at those 
Who hill'd and coo'd nrouud us; 

Tho music stopp'd—tlion up wo rose, 
Tho slight bond burst that bound us. 




ALBUM VE IISES. 
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Oh I nil her gracious ways that day 
As wo three talk'd togothor, 

Uatno like tho smell of new-mown hny, 

Or of the blossom'd honthor, 

Upon tho hearts of those throo friends' 
Two knew her all her pnBt yoars, 

While ho who horo a moumor bonds, 

But know her these fow Inst yenrs. 

ltut, who that know hor, months or years, 
Could hoar that doath had takon 
Bo sweet a soul, nor let hot toars 
Show that his soul was shnkon 1 
Thu spouseluss spouse I Lot fall tho veil 
Hush I hush I That ground’s too holy ! 

() Youth! O Doath I 0 tragic tale! 
Young widowor bonding lowly I 

To think of yestordny, and all 
The gladsome memories swolling, 

And now for that young life the pall, 

The mournful churoh-bell knelling! 

Toll out sad notes, but also sweet; 

Let hope our sorrow leaven ; 

She is not dead; tho’ hero wo meet 
No more; we'll meet in Heaven. 
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THE PRAYER 

Tull me did he hear thou maiden 7 
Did he grant thy gentle prayer 7 
Doea he rest the heavy laden 7 
la there balm for wounding there 7 

Beyond volda no acience brldgea, 
Beyond auha no glaaa can aight, 
BoyOhd calm eternal ridgea, 

Oaating ahadowa infinite, 

Where he dwella in vaat aecluaion, 
Which not fancy’a wing can reach, 
Doea he heed tho fond illuaion, 

That he reck a man’a feeble apoech I 

Bay, did bright-robed angela flutter 
O’er thy young form bending thebe 7 
Did aomo voice myaterioua utter, 

Sure reaponaos to thy prayer'/ 

* * * * 

Angela bright-robed may have flutter’d 
O’er me bowed in aorrow there, 

Rut no voice myaterioua utter’d 
Aught reaponaive to my prayor. 



THE PRAYER, 

Only in my heart 1 felt where 
Softly Jubub gently stirred, 

Vml around me as 1 knelt thore, 

All the ofHuenoo of the Word. 

Yes, Lord ! course sense failed to hear thn\ 
Sense made dull by sin's blaek wine, 

Yet my God I know thee near me, 

And my spirit touched by thinu. 


( no ) 


At AUKS AND FACES. 

Thu features of the fairest face 
Arc little more tlmn oi^nn, 

Vml but of ugliness the musk, 

If they don't find their highest tiiBk, 

In telling of m higher gruco 
Tlmt in the hoiiI'h fnee shines. 

Bright uyoH of blue, or grey, or jot, 

()r lovelier still thine own, 

< irow dim ns chambers of the night, 

If they're not fod with living light, 

V mental sun which ennnut set, 

Till life's red loaves are blown. 

And when those leaves are scatter'd wide. 
The frost-bit branches sere, 

'i’ho garden ono oold wint'ry sceno. 

The abounding roso but what has boon, 
Tho lily fair but what has died, 

And all is bleak and droar ; 

i) 1 in that dosort hour—what thon ? 

Let beauty mourn; that gloss, 

Which of its lot eould ono day brag, 

But renders back a wrinkled hag; 

Let genius know for other men 
His wand was made and pass. 



MAHK.H AND FACES. 


Ill 


But whither? O the cruel gods 
Whoso silent wheels sweep past t 
Host! rest bravo heart— the shadows grow, 

And cold and colder lies tho snow, 

And soft and softer press tho sods, 

And you have peace at last. 

Wind million uo\v vdo Slander's hissing? 

Tho vimouul dondly dart / 

That, heads grow drunk to guzu on forms,] 

Which since lmvo piovud cold joints for worms? 
That lips weru rod for kissing, 

Tlmt heart heat wild for heart? 

What thoughts built up tho soul, what made 
Tho mtiHiu of tho breast— 

This, this alone concerns you now, 

And Beauty's smile, and Fame's largo brow 
Are but as wiles of some wild jade, 

Whose mi.lie’s a common pest. 
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HYOIEA. 

O shining mistress of tho pure and strong ! 

Crown'd with May blossoms, sun-lit thy liluo cyo— 
Cans't thou forgivo my wanderings, oft and long, 

From thy firm bosom where tho bold may lio, 

Nor four tho guilty pinion hovering nigh ? 

» 

Fill, fill tho wine cup! Drink, drink fathoms doop 1 
Crown you with garlands, rosus dewed with wino t 
Hence oarking care 1 Do banished gentle sloop I 
Lot Revel dance, gay wit's glad lightnings shine, 

And luughtor grow moru loud with night’s decline. 

Tho sun is up ; the porfuinod landscape glows ; 

Tho streams go silvorinu thro' tho inonilows green; 

Tho golden mist o'er all things glory throws, 

A thousand floweis breathe intense round their queen 
Whose white and rod make mock of beauty’s shoon. 

Ah ! my blitho roveller, where now art thou 1 
Thy beaming oye, quick wit, wild laughter’s swolll 
That oye is dull, dark gloom nods on thy brow, 

Thy heart sways sadly, thy hot brain's a hell, 

And o'on tho wino has lost its quick’ning spell. 

O shining mistress of the pure and froo! 

No moro I'll quit thy strong inspiring hand, 

Nor shun to joy with thee on lifo's groat sea, 

Whereon we'll sail, nor fear the fatoful strand, 

Where mid blanch’d bones tho chanting Sirens stand. 


( H3 ) 


THE CHARITABLE NhUIT SIIIRT. 

I onoo wont fur to »oi 
Homo maids with whom I might flirt; 

Tlioy wo'.'l' liont on charity, 

Ami proposed to make a night shirt, 

For Iho good of some good causo, 

Orphans or such weak chickoiiB ; 

I’d linvu ordurod without pauso, 

If tlm causo woro at tho dickona. 

I oallod agiin—to know 
Of that work tny oara woro itollin’, 

Wlion tho IndioR, quito aglow, 

Told mo all about thu at;tollin’. 

How ’twas out out by ono, 

Its full longth undiminishod, 

How tho gussoca thoy woro done, 

And how tho whole waa finished. 

Tho coals wore waxing low, 

And fainter tho flaiuos' flashes; 

Liko my liot youth's forvid glow, 

What was onoo fire now was ashos. 

I began to scratch my lioad, 

Liko sumo posotl and puzzlod varmint— 

And I thought, I’ll go to bod, 

And toy on tho now garment. 
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Scarce got liuuuikt.li thu ulotluia, 

My hand beneath my hu.ul, nir. 

Fixed for a night's repose— 

Whun I sprang cluun out of bull, sir. 

What was wrong 1 0 patiencu pleaso— 
Every fibre waB ft-twituliin'; 

Those gUBiutH stung like buuB, 

And liku wasps tho dainty stitchin'. 

To pull it off I triud, 

But ithugg'd mu uIobu, o]i]iroHsivo; 

And, while struggling, 1 espied 
A Bwuot face most expressive, 

And n form ! -1 think, I sworu 
I no’er saw aught bo splendid— 

She but said: “ You'll sloop no more. 
Your nights of rest nro ended.” 

And she Biuilod- gods! how she smilod 1 
And how her bluck eyes glistened ! 

From my pangs I wiib beguiled, 

Ab to that voice 1 listened. 

I stoopod to kiaB her hand, 

Whito os milk fresh from a dairy, 

Sho drow back with curtsy bland, 

And thou vanish’d liko a fairy. 

And now 1 never sloop, 

And I'm tortur'd ns 1 told, sir, 

And I think I sometimes weop, 

With longing to bohold hor; 



THE CHARITABLE NIGHT SHIRT. 
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But from her I'm oxilod, 

That maid with faco bowitohin’; 
And tho gUBsota drivo mo wild, 

And I’m maddun’d by tho atitohin'. 
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AN IRItili FAIR. 

MUUOKBTKD 11V TIIK I'KAHANTH’ HONll IN “ KAUHT." 

Now Paddy to tho dancing flow, 

HIb shirt wiis clean, Urn necktie) now, 

Anti Peggy's gown tvntl faco wore beaming; 
Beneath tho canvas every spark 
Was guy an tlowy morning’B lark, 

Ynkheli! Yukhoh! 

Yukhoizah) huizah ! hob ! 

Tho fuldlo Bbicka worn soruaming. 

And Pholim sidled up to l’voo, 

And round Uor waist his ami druw, 

Tho Rpalpoon Bnro waB ravin'; 

Tho modoRt colloon jumped aside, 

Half crimson witlt nflbndod pritlo, 

Yukhvh! Yuklioh! 

Yukhoizah ! heizah ! hull! 

Now don't bo miBbohavin'. 

But at his smilo offence taken flight, 

Thoy dance to loft, they danco to right, 

Thoir hands their hips aro clutching; 

Thoy grow quite rod, thoy grow quite warm, 
Thon on thoy wander arm in arm, 

Yuklioh! Yukhoh! 

Yukhoizah! hoizah! hohl 
'Neath tho trees their lips aro touching. 
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Como, uoino, air, bo not. quito ao bold, 

Or you ahull find that I can acold, 

Tliia ia tbo way of men’a butruyin’; 

Ilu comoa tlm blnrnoy, utters vows, 

.And on thoy n mm ’uoitUi bloaaomod bougha, 
Yukhoh ! Yukhob ! 

Yukhoisnb 1 hoixnb ! boh ! 

And fnr from crowda tbo two nro straying. 
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THE ROBIN AND THE WORM. 

Time —thci Quean’s Birth lay; Plaou -tho hill, 
I watch’d a robin ply his bill. 

.i?So suo him oiwrato 1 turned 
From visions hnif-divinu. I spurned 
Tho sprayed white thunder of tho falls, 

Tho mountains robod in misty palls, 

Quito Turnorosquo— that mado thorn suom 
Like things which rise up in a dream; 

Tho airelos of foam on the rivor's breast 
Hurrying on to its Ocean rust; 

Tho bowery groon o'er tho Lover's Walk; 

A curious, delicious, fortuitous talk 
With a protty girl, drost in print; 

No critic had said : "Thoro’s nothing in't." 
Liko May with apple blossoms crown’d, 

Shu was tall and fresh and slim and round; 

Nor rose, nor rose bud—but just butwoon; 

Thu Venus de Milo at seventeen. 

From her dainty hat— jmst tho full whito neok- 
Down to her waist -liko a mountain book— 
Full a stream of dark brown hair. 

8ho had moreover a oortain air 
Of boing a saint. She carried a missal, 

And looked as demure as a Paulino epistle. 

I talkod of tho greyish tint of tho skies, 

But thought of tho tint of her deep blue eyes. 



TIIK UOIIIN AND THE WOttH. 


I carelessly said: “Tlic> City of Hull 
Looks empty of life;”— Hut my heart wm full. 
I noted tlm youth on hur cheeks that shone, 
And sighed to think my youth was gono. 

1 marked the cross on her heaving breast, 

Tlio emhlum of luitroring in beautiful rest. 
Years ugo in old I ■it. Ouun, 

Thu finest. ohuruh in Norman Rouun, 

1 umid to moot, n ,>jirl like thin; 

In the church wo'tl pray ami outside wu'd kiss. 
•Shu wns deeply miienrn’d for my futuro state; 

I was absorbed in a nearer date 

'Vo visited tlm rhiirclies old end quaint, 

And imused at thu shrine of many a saint. 

One day whun leaving St. Maclou I told hor. 
For mo to love hur, and to bohold hor, 

Wore ono and tho sanio; sho hliishod and said 
Nothing whntover, but hung hor hood. 

Wo met. so often 1 1 diank hor snnlos, 

While tho organ roll'd thro' tho lonoly aisles. 

In hours of practice, when tho artist’s hand 
Mailo over) nook of tho building grand 
Tremble with sonorous harmony, 

Now swoct ns streams and now strong ns the sea. 
I saw hor last behind tho grill 
Of a convent. 

Now for that robin’s bill. 

Ho moved about tho lovol green, 

As stately an some youthful queen, 

Or some sweet damo at Hideau Hall, 

Who with His “Ex" leads off tho ball. 
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THE KOKIN AND THE WOKM. 


IIu’il now roliro, and now advance, 

You’ll think lio prnutiHoil some old ilunuu. 
At length hu Htooil straight on tlio lawn, 
And inovutl Inn lioail just liko Sir .lohn. 

As tho old Statosninn oyoit a paper, 

Pro [Hir'd by Make to mnko him ca[)or, 

Tho robin oyoil an opuning wlioru 
A worm unjoyoil tho morning air. 

11 Tho tpiostion is shall thin bill [>ass 1" 

Ho said, and drovo it in tho grass. 

Ho drow it baok; tho prize was won. 

Said 1: “ That's not unliko Sir John.” 

Ho tugged, and pullod, and strainod nlmut. 
And now ho had nine inches out, 

But still tho twolvo-inch worm profound, 
Liko bold dobator hold his ground. 

Tho robin tugg'il and tugg'd; loaned back; 

I thought his little thighs would oraok. 

A long, long pull, and I could boo, 

Like some young fool of high dogroe, 

The worm wns dono for—lining froo. 

Said I: “ The way you’ve drawn your worm, 
Is not unliko the Premier's form." 

But here it seoms tho likonoss ends. 

If of tho robin’s foes or friends 
I cannot say, but can avow, 

A little bird, from neighbouring bough, 

Had watch’d the robin at his toil. 

Silent he watch'd, nor did ho spoil, 



THE UOMN AND T1IE WOIIM. 


By a distracting mitu, tho will 
With which that robin pliuil lib bill. 

Hut when tho anluuiiB jub wan over, 

Hu ilartuil quickly from his cover, 

Ami, without flutter of wing* or {muse, 
Hu took tho worm from out thu juwn 
Of tho tiroil robin, who look’d dazed, 
Ami stood a moment quite amazed, 
Thun Hlowly, sadly flew away, 

Said 1: “ \h Hull'* not like John A." 

Hut 'tis like many a mother's son; 

Wo work, wo strivo; tho prize is won ; 
Hut when wo como to claim tho promise, 
Some Jacob's ta’on the blessing from us. 
Thu rythmio toiler earns his pay, 

Which watchful cuuning bears away. 

From musing thus, I turn'd to soo 
A fellow, wiio'd been making u bobbin. 
Had taken my girl, and treated mu, 

As the sparrow had troated the robin. 

Ottawa, May 28th, 1884. 
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REUINA* 

Vorsos supposod to bo recited on Victoria Street, In the year of the 
City A. U. 0. 21 

A pleasant city on a boundless plain, 

Around rich land where peace and plonty reign; 

A legal camp, tho province wisdom's home, * 

A rich cathedral, learning's splendid dome; 

A teeming mart, wide streets, broad squares, bright flowers, 
A marble figure whence a fountain slum ora - 
What city’s thin ? A gentle princess, famed 
For happy genius, it Keginn named. 

Tts youth—(though born beneath a happy star)— 

Wua stormy, and each cur, from nonr and far, 

Burk'd at tho town; ouch ribald loudly talked, 

Hirelings— projectors whose vile plans were balked. 

They lied, they swore; loud was the ceaseless bray; 


* Tho Winnipeg Times of January 3rd, 1881, had a poem headed 
Pllo of Bones " by Futuro. 

“ What mounds nro those, carefully ploughed around V 
Some hunters' graves or Indian burial groundT 
Not so, my friend—some twenty yours gone by, 

A town sprung up right here where you and 1 
Now staud, which first as Pile of Bonos won known." 

And tho writer wont on to abuse tho water, etc. At the time one of 
tho foremost writers In Canada was editing the Time*, and was sup* 
posod to have ponnod tho vor*ei. I did not think them worth answer* 
Ing, but on entering a store on Broad HLiooL, a gontleman suggested 1 
should answer them. I thereupon took up a pen and wrote tho above 
Impromptu. One of tho prophecies Is fulfilled—but I hope tho Free 
Press and Sun may long flourish, oven though they should continue 
to be roy bitter enemies. 
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Roglnans smilod—Rogtna hold hor way, 

Tho whilo traducors perished ono by onu. 

And fate o’ertook oaoh guilty mothor’s ion. 
Failing to blood tho tondorfoot, thoy blod 
Thomsolvus, or liko thoir sires by hoinpon throaJ 
Expired; and Winnijiog tho city whoro 
Thoy livod and died, noon perished liko a pear 
That hod the yellows. Long tbo Times is doad; 
Tho Nun lms sot; tho Frtr. 1‘rctt' days aro fled; 
Tho lot of ono wild scribbler stands alono; 

Tho gods in anger turned him into stone, 

And by an irony Nod called “ilivilish quore," 
Mule him a fountain in Regina’s square, 

And thoro ho stands—no wonder you'ro amused- 
Spouting tho water ho su oft abused. 
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H0NNKT8. 


IN MEMORY OF A DINNER. 

AOmiF.MMlSl) TO TI1K I.ATh UO.V. J. U. l'MIMII. 

In olhur dnyit rmiml ulnnxic Ixmrdu, I Hint 

With those wlionu young brown Imro tho laurel, pure 
Prom Htain Talking of art anil ntrong to uu<lurn 
All thing*, wo folt youth'* ntnr could novor not. 

Tho wine I spurn now liko mi analiorot, 

Hut oft from out tho pant 1 fain would luro 
Tho joyous wit, tho impromptu {mrtroituro, 

Tho high philomiphio* which haunt ino yot. 

Fresh an thoso you gavo u* for a wliot, 

Apiciu* nont cool hivnlvo* to hi* friend 
In Purthin. Many million* would ho spend 
On fonnt* colossal; but I'd mako n bet 
Thau your* n choicer did 1m novor got, 

And higher our young wit* did ne’er n*coml. 

Ottawa, March 7th, 1884. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Hwooot in t.liu iiiimii nbnvo old Kngli*h trou*, 

And *woot hor light on dowy velvet lawn*, 

And swuut, liur pallid nhado in purple daw an, 

And panning nwuut hor kIiuoii on languid non*. 

O’ur Mooping kinu on broad-extending lotos 

Dinpornhd o’or tlio darkling grnun liku pawn*, 

Hor light in Nwoot, and *woet when (loop down yawn* 
Thu ahy**, or whiten* far wido prairie*. 

So friundnhip whoroRo'or wo go i* nwoot; 

Whato’or of Iona or triumph wo may idiaro; 

Whatovur wo oniluro, or do, or dnro; 

Nor can fato all bo dark, if round our fuot 

It* ray* aru nhod; however ’mornod in caro, 

Itnauty and Ponco amid life’* nhndown moot. 


—Nljb' 
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BONNETS. 


TO K - 

Historic lights nthwart thy brow are cast; 

And whilo I gn/.» on thuo, from night’* profound, 
Bright form*, starry crown'd, cornu crowding round, 
Their lucid outline* gleaming thro' the pant. 

'Twas with tmuh eye*, the sorcoros* of Nile 
Ambition charmed to root in Ciusar’s huart, 

And if Scoteli Mary, ptuying foulest part, 

Bubduod men'* ronton, 'twas with such a smile. 

Sou that thy beauty bo no fatal dower, 

Nor dull the huart, nor deaden tho swift mind- 
Beauty,—not certain for a single hour, -• 

Thu dazzling bird of youth no cord can bind: 

To-day his luring litho enchantments shower 
Divinity; to-morrow he’s far down tho mocking wind. 


* - ■■ 4 — ?— 
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SIR JOHN MACI.OXAUi, (!. 0. li. 

rnhmmrjt in mu; oh.ua iioi sk, iouonio, i-kc, i7, I8H4. 

Tim child of love ntiil powi r and fa mo you cuiuo, 

An ICtnpiroV minaliimi on your dannic brow; 

You Cftltiu Li 110'1‘t u people'* Inll.l nceluilll 
Tim mighty future’* murmur '^niurt llio now: 

And w!iwi that tide ahull mho. with myriad Hound, 
Hoari.i^ imperial hope* upon iU brount, 
l*nviup; full umtiy a mar^cnt city crown'd, 

Ucllrcliny many a muuutniu'K airy emit; 

Then, like Homo Loacon hearing hoadlaml. you 
Shall loiter on hi^h, far noun hci'ohh Mm hlue. 

To you, thro* InpHinj' yearn, nhall turn Mm eye* 

Of Mm>ho it ho fain would read Mm rtatcMimn'M chart, 
And loam, when lorrimlH roar and Limptmtu rmo, 

To Moor with wary hand and play a patriot'a part-. 
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LAUY MAdliOSAUK 

And now i\n fair a tank, for 1 would rung 
Of one whoHn purp'iMd doen not falter; one 
WhoMi name with hia rdmll down tlm centurieH ting. 
And grow more Inight with each recurring win. 
Ah 1 dearer fur than alar a <|unuu cun dower, 

And deafer than I ho puojduH lond acclaim, 

A noble woman 'h welcome, and the power 
Her touch can give, wIioho life in void of blame. 

Wo build men Ktatuto*; did but.lmdim apeak, 

She'd wiy: l)o likewine for Uioho gentler liven. 

Who hid away from public ga/.u, lmt Meek 
The KnlfloHM guerdon won hy faithful wive* 

To do all love can do, all patience can, 

And hu tlio duy'Mtar of the work-worn, weary man. 


'vijtx™ 
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A (J/iU/STMA X VA HI). 

Tint mu/wy w/ihIo /ill wild /mil wi/lu. 

Tlm lili/,Mini IiuIIiiwh on iU wny. 

1 m thin card- tlm world'h nil May, 
Anil yon ni'o nitti/ig l/y my Hiilo. 

This liunrt wnn ieo an hour non, 

Nov. all tlm iipringH of fueling flow, 

An iniil tlm ilaiicu I muu yon glido, 

Wliilu gay wait./, mimic I'iIIh tliu air; 

Or 'tinatli tlio niooit a linppy pair 
Wo walk, nor earn wliat. may liutnlo. 

My linarl. nwiiIIn glad witli vaniHliinl IiIirn, 
All, all liufori) my fancy rinu 
Your low Hwout voico -your violet iiytm 
Your lip/4, -your tliriuu pnrforvi/l kiwi 


•r 
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Fair fin 1,1m hoautuouH morning'it golilim huaiu 
That glowing hIuuIk oVr duwy |imTiiui*<J Unworn; 
You I'uiiiu ami linear in mu’ fancy'll dream, 

And happy pain buguiluH thu tortur'd 1ii>ur«, 

1 think you prummt thou my heart ia glad; 

I know you almunt then I fain would lly 
To wluiro you aru -hut inuat not ho I'm nad- 
And rapluru diun; my Hoothont aoiig’H a Hip'll. 

The chaiiiH of lovu aru round mu; I miiMt lovu; 

I cannot if I would, I would not frou 
MyHulf from hi* delightful nlavury, 

A (Toe tii m rear* a primm rouml, above 
My thought, and on thu boundluMH, trackloHH hoc, 
Thy bomlHinan atill, I’d Htill bu thrall to thuu. 
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A ritAUlU'J DAWN—IN' SUMMER. 

A dull gray dawn wan followed hy a hoavon 
Of faint bluu tint, with pillowy cloud* rolled high 
Agaiuat tlio oolicavu. Soon the Him, a rniiHH 
Of white »ml dawding light wiih huuii. Homi! No: 
You look'd, anil turn'd, mid blinding idindow* playod 
Huforu your oyo*. For ho hud Htolon hohind 
Oroat atuoly bull,* of vapour; gave no *ign 
Save Homo fuw yullow-urim*on touelio* nuar 
Tho hnmun |mln, which proved no humid ray*, 

Hut lugaciu* of IiIh oclipHiid glory. 

Tlio cloud* grow brightor, hIiiiiio more pearly •whito; 
Thu hornoH ntooil hut half uwako, nor foil; 

La/.ily, languidly they Nwitohed thuir tail*. 

Up from tlio prairie ro*o thu inyriiul *ong» 

Of liirilH, The Imll-frog'H plaintivu noro wa» hoard 
In pnuituH of thu variou* mulody. 

Tlio long lugged night-hawk mu along tho track 
And uttoruil hi* lmr*h grating cry. Tho air 
Wo* cool and halmy, odorou* with *cunt 
Of gr«*» ami llowor I mt mo down to road. 

My oyu* 1 ini*ud at inturval* to watch 
Put on n Hiihtlur poliidi thu bright cloud*. 

Tliroo Indian* clml in cant-off cloUiu* of white*, 

All lank and dirty, li»tlu**, cmno nnil *at 
A alinrt way off. Toward* hiivuii tho hiiii grow hot 
And Hindu one long for branching Imwury tree*, 

With thuir cool aliodow* and thuir murmuring loavu*. 
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TRANSLATION ON COUTHKS OKU KOENIG 
IN TIIULE. 

In Tluili) lived n uoldu king, 

All faithful tn tliu grave; 

Him, dying, kin love- <>, sacred thing 1 
A gulden beaker gave. 

More prised 1 linn all Iiih wealth beside, 
lie drained it every meal; 

Each time he ipiaUcd it h rimy tide, 

Thu tears began to steal. 

And when duath claimed him as his slave, 

His towns lie reckoned up, 

All to his heir he gladly gave, 

Hut not that golden cup. 

A rich, right royal feast for all 
His faithful knights made lie, 

There in his high, ancestral hall, 

In his castle by the sea. 

And there tho agud toper rose; 

lie drinks life's last glad glow, 

And then tho sacrud oup ho throws 
Into tho waves bolow. 

Ho sous it fall, fill, disappear 
Honeath tho (loop, (loop soa, 

Then closed his oyos without a tear, 

And no inoro a drop drank ho. 
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YOVNC CANADA. 

"Tim htilklriK ymuniKhnit Imvniiil HI. t.uwri imu unil l!m I 
W, I). IlowullnIn " Their WctlilldK Jmirury. 

A youthful giant, golden haired, 

With foarlcaa forehead, eye of hlun, 

Anil Inr|,'ii anil clear its froaty depths, 

With tirn within itH darkn'ing lino. 

Ilia apenr which tlwaifa the tnlloit pine, 

Ih Inninii lU'oiinil with yo’h w ('rain, 

Ilia shield in rich in variuil scones, 

To right anil luft Imul roar* t.lio main. 

A top eternal mi<<w in piled; 

l!right chains of lakes Hash down through woods 

Now bleak, now ({rnun, now gold, now (Ini, 
Touched by tho Reason's changing initials. 

Hu ilreaniuth of unborn times; 

With manhood'H thoughts his mind is hrnooil; 

He'll teach thu world a lessen yet, 

And with thu mi|{htiuHt must bo ptacud. 

Heaven’ll beat star hia footatopa quido 1 
(iivo him to know what'a truly groat! 

Not wealth ill-got or ill-anjoyed; 

For powur - no thrull to luat or hate; 
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But equal huart -thu tliirnt fur truth - 
A mind etrong to produce mid pry— 

Thu luvu of m id -thu gunoroiu I unit 
That nnkn* tho liuro ulnd to dio! 

If puru in purpodo mi hu'n ntrong, 

Nothing of dnngur numl liu four; 

But huttur fur than hmio huuuoim, 

To ridu on nn untiinuly liiur 

But fuar bn hunhuil I (lim.l nmonn bookon; 

Who aminiollud wrong will noon bu far. 

Boyond thu hill a voiuu i* culling, 

It* unto* ring dour ubovu thu jur 

Of punning itrifo* and paling paddion* • 

HoU’n wild buttlo 'mill mortal gravoi; 

And with it, hark I tho groat ban mingled 
Of Atlantia and Paolflo wnvua: 

“ Not Scotch, nor Iriah, Fronoli, nor Boson, 

But all of thwo and yut our own; 

There are no beaten path* to grcatne**; 

Who’d doalo tho*o height* inuit olimb alone. 

Iorne’d heart, comjioot of joy 
And eorrow, wealth of fueling bring*; 

Franco, iwootnon for etvoh word and act— 

The gaiety that evor ding*. 

From Scotland, thrift and itrongbh you borrow— 
John Knux’« ntrongth and Burn*' liberal heart; 

Tho Saxon broadth and ooinpromUo 
Shall lend; but you tho larger part 
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Of your own <lontiuy must bo; 

Yourn to itiroot you light tlio firo— 

Tho animating rouI'r your ffift, 

For nil fair Ibinf'ii tho high tlotiro." 

/ 

Tlio voice dior o'or tho down of morning, 
Which rnunil him glitter while Rhuilow* floe, 
({right. cimoonl liuimm from Hlioro to ithoru, 
Glntl union ponlh from iioa to Mon I 

April, W78. 





130 


NATIONAli I'OKMS. 
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Who wiuom hIiu'h hut u colony - 
No national iijiirit tlioiu; 

lllUlU lllllul'UllCOH, faction’ll fuiiiln 
Her Uug to tuttum tear i 

Whut lino* o'er thonu lino ivy jilui mu 7 
Wliiil iIoiiLh thu Wonteru nky I 

Whence on lliu virgin white thoiio •Iniim l 
WIioku m tlmt crinmon dyu f 

Rebellion'll nnnigii hlntii llm Mini, 

Ami imi'ii it* fretwork ('old, 

And ntmr tliono uLuiiiH of oi inihuii Iiiiu, 
Canadian hearts liu cold. 

Anothoi ■ in-lijiii! Truiiiji"ls ring I 
A youth thin ling iijiIioMh; 

And In I from every niilu limn spring 
And range beneath itn folds. 

Nor rivou, nor creed, the patriot'll sword, 
Nor faution blunts to-day. 

** Forward for Canada!” '» the word, 

And, eager for thu fray, 

Our youth prumi on and ourjiui-H ahame, 
Their hearing bold and hi;>h, 

For thin young nation'* pence and faino. 
Ready to do or die. 
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Tlmy vomit from lmmlol. mill from town, 
From hill mul wood mid t'liido, 

From wliuro grad, pitlmii'ii look down 
On iitroula Unit rour with trmlo; 

From wliunvu by llou mid rorky lmr, 

Tim AtlmiLioV hold in olicrk; 

From wliuro Wulfu'H glory, liku n star, 
Million down on old CJuubuo; 

From whoro Mount Royal i'Ihoh |iroud 
O'or Onrtiiir’ii oity fuir; 

From wliuro ('limnlihro with tliiindoroloiid, 
Fling* high it* nniolio in nil'; 

From plomimit citiim rich mid old 
Tlmt gum Ont.irio'ii rhoro; 

From whoro Niagara'* awful plungo 
Mnko* it* oUtrnul roar; 

From oiudi now town, junt sprung to lifo, 
Mid flowory prniriii.i wide; 

From wliuro Unit Rio) kindluil utrifo 
To Oiilgnry'* rnjdd tiilo 

Upon thu fluid, nil rmiooiir linnloil, 

Thorn’* no diKQordmit huu; 

Tlio Ornngo marclioit with tho Groan, 

Thu Ilougo honidu tlio Blnu. 

Ono piirpimu now flrim ovary cyo, 

Roliollion foul to »Iay, 

“ Forwnnl fur Ommdn I" '■ tho ary, 

And nil nro ono to-day. 
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A NOA'U Ob' CANADA. 

Columbia growli. 

Wo onro not. wo, 

Wo nro young mill ntrong ami froo. 

Tito alnrm-dofying onk'n grout in]) 

SwolU in tlio twig. 

A brunt,li if power HtiiH round ub from oacli ioa, 
Ami, big with futiii'o groutnoxH, 

Our luinrU bunt high nml hold, 

Liko growing hoiih tlmt Ninito tho cliffii to duit. 
You ouiiunt umku uh bloncli, 

Tho mum of frouimin wo, wo iiniut bo froo. 
Horoio milk in wliito ujioii our guuiH 
Whom lioit'n tooth will grow; 

You ounnot iiiuko uh four; 

With rythmio atop wo movo on to tho goal. 

A nfitioii'n doHtiny in bright 
Within our oyou, 

Doop-mirior’d in horoio will; 

Tho futuro y hi in l.ku llnmpi"'H i«HUo paia; 

A orown iw thoro, 

No tiiiMil crown t f Kii'gH, no bnublo; 

A pimple’ll mvoroign will, 

Tho crown of nmuliood in iln noblcit u«e, 
Froodom, mui wi illy i.f 1 ir gtoat reward. 


A HONCJ OF (JAN ADA. 
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I-ot tho wolf growl, 

Tlio Hoii'h whelp in utidiiuiiiiyod. 

A bettor jmi't llio child of v\ imhiiigton 
Might jihiy to ihiy 

To hIiiiii tho joiiloUHiim, anil hIiiiiiiu I ho greed, 
Which tlolugotl mirth with lilooil; 

To ronoli h HiHtur'ii hunil, 

To hold tho faith which yut will rulo, 

Tliut iiiitioim limy lio grout uml noiir, 

Live aide hy Hide, mid yut 
Kuup iiiliiiimnl iiiu 11111/./.I01 on I lie liouglou of thu grui 
And with tho glance of .ItiHticc ntriko 
Fell Slmightur duud. 

Lot thu wolf howl. 

Look to tho Wunt, 

And unto tho gimit'ii uti'idon; 

Thou turn from fuimtH of hull, 

From iiimnhliiig Iioiiok of faction, 

And Hwcoj) Imil. to olwonro night, 

Thu but-Iiko liven, 

Whom) wing* mo I'liulo in dark corruption'll loom. 

Hont-iiil moiliocriticK, 

Wlioho oyiiH hluar lit the light, 

And through tho tiiurud odillco of our hopon, 
Whuroin tlioy miogly build, 

Hold orring flight, 

And mock tho Mjiirit of tho mighty fiino, 

And Htuin with oriluru 
Tho iiltnr-oloth of Liberty. 



MO 


NATIONAL POEMS. 


O Cnnndn! My country I 
Whnt ia tlioro thou might'et not do 
If truth nnd honour guide thy atopa t 
Arlao I To-<Jny thy noud ia inun I 
Mon full of nil loro, 

\nd mnator of tliia too, 

Mon of brain nnd hunrt nnd will, 

Mim who acorn hnao luoro'a litroa; 

Mon of aucli brood, whoro nro they 1 
Faction* whioh koup thy puckot loan, 

And torture fact, 

And blind thino oyoa to truth, 

Ilopruaa tho wiao. 

But many a ono true na tho groat of old 
Ia thino. 

Awuko ! Thou di'owaing child of doatiny t 
Awaku ! Kacupo from clinging phantaama, 
Roar froo from Rimma and ahihlmlotha, 

To find thy kingly man—thy groatoat need 
Thy tirat of dutioa 

To hoar nnd huarkon to tho voioo of truth. 

Columbia, crying out liko Romo 
Ami auhoing Cato, 

Touch with tho proaont muat forego, 

Loaing to-day ahu'll loao to-morrow too. 
But thou- draw into all thy life 
Tho goniuR of tho time; 

Of Juntico, Truth; Court Honour'a araile; 
Tliou mayeat thou laugh at threata, 

And win a happier, groater fate 



A SONG OP CANADA, 


Tliui. owned tho empire* of tho poet, 

In pnlmioRt daya of power. 

Awuko t tlio dawn in tripping on tho hill*; 
Tho day'* at hand; 

I rod a nation young, mature, and frao, 

Stop down tho mountain nido, 

To take her proud plaoo in the field* of tim«, 
And thou art (ho I 
Beptombor, 1888. 





